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. From New York to Gibraltar. 


HE purpose of this letter is the same as 
that of the friend who writes home to 
his chum and tries to convey an idea of a little 
trip. When New Year comes the migratery 
instinct invariably possesses me and I flit fora 
warmer clime. There is something bird-like in 
the above idea, but Ican assure you there is 
no “ birdie business” in the movements of a 
two-hundred pound man with a lame leg, 
and much as I like to travel I hate 
to start. Starting means the selecting of 
a place to go to and the how and how 
much, An old salt once remarked that 
anyone who would go to sea in winter for 
pleasure would go to Hades for diversion, and 
with one exception, I have tried to keep off the 
water except in summer. The fact that the 
North German Lloyd Steamship Co., famous j 
the world over for the magnificence and safety 
of their ships and the completeness of their | 
service, had established a fast line from New 
York to Gibraltar and Genoa, tempted me into 
another trial of the truth of the old salt’s say- 
ing. On January 2nd the streets of New York 
were swept by a baby cyclone of wind and rain, 
and that little tempest sailed out from Sandy 
Hook with us, and for seven days and nights 
continued to make things rocky for the good 
ship Fulda, Capt. Thalenhorst, a crew of one 
hundred and twenty men, one hundred and 
sixty-seven cabin passengers and—what con- 
cerned me most of all—for myself. I have 
/ never been sea-sick but it came mighty near 
getting me this time. I got so far that I pre- 
ferred being sick and put my finger down my 
throat with the idea of throwing up something, 
but it wouldn't come. This only lasted a few 
minutes and I got better. About one hundred 
and fifty of the cabin passengers had much 
worse luck and gastric exhibits were to 
be seen in profusion before we were 
two hours at sea. At breakfast next 
morning the chairs in the huge and mag- 
nificently decorated dining salon were mostly 
empty. As I said before, for seven days 
after they said ‘‘ good bye” to their friends on 
the pier at Hoboken, the sea-sick ones kept on 
saying good bye to everything they had eaten 
which could be recalled, and a sad and sorry lot 
they were. The long, wide decks, covered with 
canvas and sheltered from the wind, were a 
regular hospital. Interminable rows of steamer 
chairs were filled with sick ones and fortunate 
were they that the weather was so deligntfully 
mild that they could stay on deck. One of the 
ocean racers came into port just before we 
came out, encrusted with ice and storm-bat- 


I came this way. How could anyone reach 
Italy or Southern France more easily or at less 
expense? It only costs from seventy-five to 
one hundred and fifty dollars from New York 
to Genoa, and this is the first stormy voyage 
they have bad this winter and during it there 
never was the slightest danger, only the un- 
pleasant results of a rough sea. 

Yesterday, Sunday, January 10, we had a 
glorious day, sunny and warm. Everybody 
was on deck and happy; to-day is pleasant 
and to-night we reach Gibraltar a day late, but 
safe and sound. Had such weather prevailed 
all through the trip it would have been a verit- 
able winter picnic on summer seas. 

On Friday we reached the Azores and passed 
through the straits separating the islands of 
Fayal and Pico on one side and beautiful St. 
George on the other. Of course I always be- 
lieved there was a group of islands known as 
the Azores, but their existence and size were 
represented in my mind by six or eight little 
specks which dotted the west end of the map 
of Spain and Portugal in the geography of my 
childhood. I think we believe in » number of 
great things in the same small way. The 
words intended to convey to our minds great 
truths and grand ideas, succeed in nothing 
but convincing us that there is something there 
without imparting a realizing sense of size, 
beauty or importance. The words are like the 
dots in the geography representing islands ; 
dots and marks they remain till disturbance 
leads usto hear more about them or chance 
opens them upto view. In reality the Azores 
are large islands, mountainous and picturesque. 
Though rocky they are fruitful and the climate 
is salubrious, consumptives especially finding 
it beneficial. Each island, as we approached, 
seemed guarded by high, lonely rocks, 
separated from the shore and _ standing 
sentry-like in the ocean. These rocks 
take on many fantastic shapes as we pass, and 
behind’one group of them is a little city, and 
the only ship I have seen since leaving New 
York is entering the harbor. Villages of white 
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lakes. Every once in a while they are obliged 
to export some of themselves, as the population 
grows faster than means of supporting it. 
When the islands becometoocrowded a steamer 
calls and takes a shipload of the excess to 
Brazil. The people are very old-fashioned 
and conservative in their habits, which is not 
strange, asthey are out of the track of com- 
merce, have few ports into which a ship may 
go and are in fact isolated from the world. 
This very isolation, however, brought them one 
family whostillresidein Fayal. As we were pass- 
ing the island the Right Rev. Dr. Potter. Angli- 
can Bishop of New York—who, by the way, in 
appearance and carriage is a clerical edition of 
Hon. John Beverley Robinson—mentioned to 
me that it was the home, or at least had been, 
of the widow and family of Dr. Webster, who 
murdered Prof, Parkman of Harvard College. 
Confessing that I could net recall the incident, 
he looked at me a moment as if guessing my 
age and supposed maybe it was before my 
time—‘‘about forty years sgo.” I blushed for 
the gray hairs of my youth and admitted that 
I could not remember that far back. 

; ‘It was adreadful affair,” continued he re- 
miniscently. ‘‘Dr. Webster and Parkman 
were both professors in Harvard, and the 
latter had loaned Webster some money which 
he had not repaid. One day Parkman entered 
Webster's Jaboratory and dunned him. Web. 
ster in a rage struck Parkman and killed him. 
Face to face with the terrible result of his pas- 
sion, he tried to cover up his crime by cutting 
up the body and burning some portions of it, 
while throwing other sections into a vault. I 
don’t remember all the details, but it seems to 
me some portions froze in the vault and were 
not carried away by the tide, and a set of false 
teeth were discovered in the ashes of a retort 
and identified by the dentist who made them 
as the ones he had fitted into Prof. Parkman's 
mouth. Dr. Webster afterwards confessed 
and was hanged, his widow coming with her 
family to this lonely island to escape the 
odious notoriety caused by her husband's 
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houses crowd the narrow, beaches of the in- 
frequent inlets and stretch up the little valleys 
until they touch the vineyards which clothe 
the terraces of the steep mountain sides. 
Except these few inlets on which the villages 
are situated the shores of the three islands we 
saw are precipitous and rvgged. There are 
half a dozen other islands, one larger and some 
smaller, but a good idea can be had of the three 
by the fact that it took us four hours at six- 
teen miles an hour to go through the straits. 
It was a beautiful sight and there is nothing I 
recall in my little voyages more beautiful than 
these shores, except the sunlit hills and downs 
on the dear old coast of Devon. 

We have a smal! library on board, but for 
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tered as the Fulda has not been, so we have 
had every reason to be thankful that we were 
not in astorm on the Northern Altantic. There 
has not been a day when I needed an overcoat 
while on deck, and in spite of rain and wind I 
have enjoyed the voyage immensely, The 
cabins are large, airy and warm, the smoking 
rooms better than any others I kuow of, and 
the cuisine excellent. An orchestra furnishes 
music while we dine, an operation which takee 
& couple of hours, and altogether I am glad 


useful information and purposes of reference 
it is not nearly so extensive or handy as Ger- 
man Consul General Von Hesse Wartegg, the 
great traveler and writer, who has seen nearly 
all the earth without forgetting the slightest 
detail of what he has seen. Mr. Wartegg 
says the Azores belong to Portugal, contain 
one hundred and forty thousand people, whe 
raise olives and grapes, etc., make the celebra- 
ted Malaga wine and export gold fish, which are 
found in great abundance in the mountain 
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crime. It was a dreadful affair,’ concluded 
the worthy bishop with a sigh, ‘‘and that I 
recall it now with all the beauty of these 
is'ands and the sea before me is but another 
example of how much more interested we are 
in persons than in places or principles.” The 
bishop is right, and I have taken the hint and 
shall try to be gossipy instead of statistical. 

I recalled the fact that just about two years 
ago in passing the mountainous shores of 
Northern Cuba I had seen the hut in wh'ch 
Boss Tweed had hidden himself after his flight 
from New York, and half a dozen others grow- 
ing reminiscent added much to the general 
stock of criminal lore and the history of 
fugitives. Herr Von Wartege told us that 
Pico, the mountain from which one of the 
islands takes its name, was between six and 

; seven thousand feet high and that the Gulf 
Stream splits upon the islands, a portion of it 
going north and the other half east. To me 
the Gulf Stream is every day getting to be a 
bigger mystery. I used to think it was only 
fifty or a hundred miles wide, but gradually it 
has expanded until now it takes in the whole 
of the Atlantic and I shall not be surprised to 
hear of its appearance in Toronto or elsewhere, 
It is a most indefinite sort of a critter. 

As we passed the islands and the vineyards 
rising a couple of thousand’ feet and disappear 
ing in the warm mists, I heard some of the 
young folks—there are many of them aboard, 
gay and rich—asking one’ another how he or 
she would like totry ‘‘ love in a cottage” in one 
of the little white houses which peeped out of 
the vineyards, high, high up and apparently 
inaccessible. ‘I’m not in it for one,” chirped a 
coquettish little blonde. ‘I'd like to see my- 
self!” exclaimed another in that large tone 
indicative of the conviction that she was born 
to preside overa palace. “I might stand it for 
a day and a hawf,” drawled a young man, and 
I thought, as I sized him up, that if the other 
* hawf” of a love-in-a cottage partnership could 
stand it that long she would have to be might- 
ily in love. A pretty Jewess, soft-eyed and 
gentle, yet with the patient tenacity of her 
persecuted race, stood with her sister just in 
front of me, and she whispered to her sister: 
‘‘T think it would be lovely, with someone that 
one liked awfully much you know, don’t you?” 
The other girl, fat, sensuous and aggressive, 
turned and looked at her queerly, as if she 
knew who was meant by the ‘“‘one that one 
liked awfully well you know,” and replied: 
‘“‘No; New York is good enough for me!” 

Two sailors standing together gave me a 
pretty snap-shot as they gazed at the land, 
thinking no doubt of the North German home 
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which they shall not see again until the Fulda 
is put back on her old track for the summer 
season. A woman sat on the upper step of the 
forward gangway leading down to the lower 
deck, and with her elbow on her knee and her 
chin resting on her hand gazed shoreward with 
such an air of inexpressible sadness and desola- 
tion that I could not help noticing her. Perhaps 
thirty-eight or forty years old, her hair was 
gray, her eyes faded as if joy and color hed 
both been washed out by torrents of tears 
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which must have flowed for many years before 
they made those deep furrows in the b'oodless | 
cheeks. The lips were set and unsmiling, and 
even when her son came and sat beside her and | 
began to sketch the steerage passengers below, ! 
she neither by word nor sign acknowledged his 
presence. He asked her to hold his colors, and 
she took them without looking at him or 
changing for an instant her unseeing gaze or 
hopeless attitude. He was surely her son, for 
his youth wore not only the likeness of her 
features but the imprint of her sorrow. His 
set features would have been handsome if the 
hard look had been absent or if his eyes had 
not been sosullen. The fact that their trouble 
was none of my business perhaps added to the 
interest with which I studied their case and 
tried to make up my mind whether she had 
been unreasonable, exacting and unbeautiful 
in showing her love for a husband who had 
perhaps deserted her or maybe is dead, who 
knows? Or were all these marks of suffering, 
effacing what once had been unusual beauty, 
the result ot man’s inhumanity to the woman 
who loves him? The islands are past, night is 
settling over the turbulent sea, the wind 
whistles weirdly through the rigging, the 
young man has finished his sketch, taken the 
color-box from his mother’s hand and gone to 
his cabin, but still she sits there, her pretty 
shoes moist with spray and her mantle glitter- 
ing with shining drops, motionless, joyless, 
gazing into the unforgotten, the miserable 
past! The sunny skies of the land to which 
she is going will have no reflection in a heart 
darkened by sorrow, for as the author of ‘‘ Prue 
and I” says, there is no use going to strange 
lands in search of sunlight and beauty uniess 
we take some of it with us in our hearts, and 
if we have it there we can find the most 
glorious sunshine and beauty right at home. 
At the head of our table and the left of the 
captain there sits a young woman, and though 
she is not pretty and before [ knew her name 
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was Drexe} aud her fortune great, I found 
great pleasure in watching her. She is one of 
the most natural of girls,and If Vassar turns 
out many such graduates, Vassar is either a 
good institution or has excellent material. 
Some of the women, and men too, try to dress 
up and show their fine clothes, which effort I 
esteem out of place on shipboard. She has not 
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yet made us aware that she has two gowns to 
her name or any head gear but the blue sailor 
cap which she has worn on deck and at table 
since the voyage begav. She talks and laughs 
almost without ceasing, is the friend of 
the children, wraps the rugs about tl! e 
sea-sick governesses, and is the jolliest 
girl on the ship. Yet none of the young 
sports have had nerve enough to ap- 
proach her, the dudes are afraid of her. the 
women wonder why everybody likes her and 
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even the old men are kept atadistance. Her 
hair is scant and straight as grass, her bangs 
short and always out of curl, her eyes, deep 
and sincere, have the odd effect of always 
appearing to be slightly strabismic as she 
looks at you in passing. She has dimples, a 
rather heavy chin and curling under lip and 
not very white teeth, yet she is the most 
popular woman on the ship. Her masculine 
acquaintances consist of the bishop, the cap- 
tain and a red-headed curate who with his 
wife and baby hails from her city, Pennsyl- 
vania. She is evidently a g'rl who may with 
safety travel alone from here to China and 
have a good time of it all the way. I think 
her charm is in her naturalness and that 
every inch of her is good, healthy, self- 
possessed ; a woman without a particle of flirt 
or coquette mixed in. 

A man and his wife and a friend from the 
same western town sit opposite me at table. 
They present three very distinct types and 
afford me some amusement and occasionally 
some worry. They are good straight people 
of large means, and in its way considerable ex- 
perience. The husband has been a politician, 
can talk of books and carries with him the air 
of an honest, capable man of business, in whom 
every acquaintance has confidence. It might 
be added that no one can have greater confi- 
dence in him than he has in himself. His wife 
has been in Europe twice, educating her chil- 
dren, and knows more of the Old World and its 
ways than he does, but he is unaware of the 
fact and makes the flesh of all his neighbcrs 
at table creep by roughly ordering his wife to 
eat this and leave that, as if she were an 
unruly child instead of a quiet and well-man- 
nered woman of fifty or fifty-five. He wont 
let her talk, and says: ‘‘ Now, I’ve warnei you. 
do just as you like—if you haven't any sense.’ 
She smiles somewhat awkwardly and blushes 
for him, but he is unconscious of having sinned. 
He has read all about Europe and corrects 
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these who have been there with great alacrity. 
His wife and friend wish to change the plan 
he made before starting, but he says he knows 
what he started out to do and proposes to do 
it, happen what may. He feels sorry that his 
friend has no taste in wines and lectures him 
as learnedly as if they did not, when at home, 
drink out of the same bottle at the village bar, 
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CHAPTER XIX. 


a Armitage was out of her element in 
the West Kensington menage. Her pretty 
blandishments were disregarded and her bril- 
liant repartees fell somewhat flat. She felt 
that she was not appreciated at her right 
worth and this she resented. Constance was 

as sweet and charming as it was possible for a 
hostess to be, but there were none of the nobler 
sex to captivate and Daphne secretly pined for 
new worlds to conquer. Lord Hardstock, it is 
true, joined the little circle occasionally, but, 
as she looked upon him as her sister-in-law’s 
exclusive property, he hardly counted. 

Dr. Dale she considered a handsome and most 
agreeable man, but the very first evening he 
spent in her society he had the execrable taste 
to allow her to perceive his admiration for the 
governess, and after that — well, Daphne 
shrugged her plump shoulders, and made a 

ittle move of contempt. She cordially detested 
Wiss Baillie. She could see nothing in her to 
admire, and she openly oT her opinion 
that she was a mass of artificiality from the top 
of her head to the sole of her foot. ‘I call her 
a nasty, scheming adventuress,” she said one 
day. 

Constance looked grieved. She had long ago 
given up being shocked at anything Daphne 
might say or do, for the little lady openly dis- 
regarded all conventionalities as the whim of 
the moment suggested. She was like a bril- 
liantly painted butterfly that had settled ona 
cabbage field, and pined fora more congenial 
resting place. But she had not the remotest 
intention of returning to Paris to her husband. 
The way in wh'ch she spoke of him grated 
upon Constance terribly. He hai brought her 
to England himself, and had stayed a couple of 
days, but short though the visit was Mrs. 
Armitage could not but see that the relations 
between them were sadly strained. At parting 
he spoke a word or two of admonition to his 
wife, and however ill-timed it might have been, 
at all events it was a purely affectionate feel- 
ing that dictated it. She was to be guided in 
all things by Constance, he said, and not to let 
her foolish brain run away with her. 

Now Daphne was mightily indignant at all 
this. 

** I wonder you don’t engage a nursemaid for 
me at once,” she said resentfully, ‘‘ since I am 
incapable of behaving properly without being 
looked after.” 

Constance knew from past experience that 
it was useless to reason with her. She was 
nothing but a spoilt child. 

“Really, [think she is prettier than ever,” 
she said warmly, to her brother-in-law, hon- 
estly giad that there was something she could 
speak of approvingly. 

‘God grant that her beauty may not be her 
greatest curse,” he answered. And there were 
tears in his voice. 

Constance glanced at him quickly. ‘‘She is 
very young,” she said, “‘ you must be patient.” 

‘- Of course she is young, but the worst of it 
is that she doesn’t grow wiser. I used to hope 
at first that she would, but of late I can hardly 
bring myself to speak of iteven to you. Buta 
horrid suspicion has come over ne that her 
love is not sodeep asit was,and that sheis 
growing weary of me.” 

“* Bf you are right,” said Constance earnestly, 
**depend upon it, it rests only with yourself to 
strengthen her love. We women are very 
much as you men make us. Remember that 
love begets love, and there is nothing too great 
for it to accomplish if it be pure and true.” 

Gerald Armitage sprang from his chair and 
paced upand down the room. ‘* Ab!” he said, 
“if there were more women like you, there 
would be happier homes and fewer discon- 
tented men.’ 

“IT fear that I am not at allan easy person to 
live with.” 

‘“*T am sure that poor Cyril would not have 
endorsed that statement. I don’t :uppose that 
you two ever exchanged a harsii or bitter 
word.” He paused in front of hr and mar- 
velled to see the distressed look which crept 
over her whole face. The tears glittered in her 
eyes, and seeing them he turned away, angry 
with himself that he should have reminded her 
of her lost happiness, in blissful ignorance of 
the truth. 

‘If you will make my darling little wife as 
good and true as you are, Constance, I shall be 
the happiest man in the world.” 

But it was beyond Constance’s power to sway 
and control that wayward mind. Precept and 
example might do something, but they could 
not work miracles, and weeds throve apace 
where the flowers should have blossomed. As 
is usual in such cases, there were faults on 
both sides. If Daphne was wilful and vain, 
Gerald was obstinate and unyielding. 

‘*He is so selfish,” said Daphne with a pout. 
**How can he possibly expect me to be in- 
terested in his stupid fogey friends, most of 
then a century old? And he objects to my 
being intimate with anyone nearer my own 
age.” 

‘That is hardly fair. 
women friends, Daphne ?”’ 

** Oh yes, I don’t mean women, but e 

Constance could not help smiling. ‘ My 
dear,” she said gravely, ‘‘ no husband, be he old 
or young, would approve of his wife forming 
near friendships with other men.” 

‘Oh, you are as bad as he is.” 

**T have lived longer than you, at all events, 
and am more experienced. I can see shoals and 
quicksands ahead, of which you guess nothing.” 

** Now there was Mr. St. Quentin,” continued 
Daphne (and at the mention of that name Con- 
stance’s heart beat a shade faster), ‘‘he was 
awfully nice, but Gerald found out that I had 
been to the Bois with him, and, if I had broken 
every one of the commandments, I pledge you 
my word that he could not have made more 
fuss. I should only like you to have heard 
him. I was giddy, he said, and had nothought 
for my own position or for his honor. Ridicul 
ous rubbish !” 

**] domé think you ought to have gone about 
alone with Mr. St. Quentin, Daphne. A young 
mar:ied woman cannot be too careful of ap- 
pe irances, 

“*It is all very well to preach,” answered 
Daphne, tossing her head scornfully. “ But, 
now I come to think of it, you did not think it 
wicked to spend a whole afternoon alone with 
him when I was at Neuilly, although you are 
engeged to another man.” 

** Daphne, what are you saying /” 

This was turning the tables with a venge- 
ance. Never until now had Constance sus- 
pected that her sister-in-law knew of that 
tete-a-tete ; but the accusation contained in the 
latter part of her speech swallowed up any un 
easiness she might have felt. ‘‘I must ask you 
to explain your meaning,” continued Constance, 
feeling herself growing very hard and cold. 

‘* Well, if you are not engaged to Lord Hard- 
stock, you are a thousand times worse than I 
have ever bzen.” 

Daphne tried to rush from the room after 
this shot, but Constance restrained her. 

‘* Again I ask you, please explain yourself.” 

And mortified, tingling with the unpleasant 
conviction that having asserted herself she 
must now stick to her colors, she blurted out 
the whole story. 

‘*“You were never more mistaken in your 
life,” said Constance. ‘‘ Lord Hardstock is not 
and never has been and never will be my lover. 
Have you spoken of this to Gerald?” 

* 1 don’t know—I think not; I don't remem- 
ber.” Her hesitating manner confirmed Mrs. 
Armitage’s fear that she had done so. 

** You must give me your word,” she said, 
“that you will put this matter straight. I 
don’t choose that my brother-in-law should 
labor under any misapprehension with regard 
to my affairs. You will disabuse his mind, 
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| was naughty Daphne. 


It isa matter of far greater import- 
robably you realize.” 

of il St. Quentin, and 
what she shou'd doif any such absurd rumor 
should reach his ears. And yet, why should 
she care? Surely he knew her too well to credit 
it. But from that day she was ill at ease. 
Daphne had spoken so confidently and po pe 
so certain of what she wassaying. It did seem 
as if Lord Hardstock was to spring up on every 
side to vex and worry her. 

Once or twice she was wi hin an ace of asking 
her sister-in-law point blank if the subject had 
been broached before Mr. St. Quentin, but she 
kept silence for two reasons ; first, because of 
an inexplicable sensation of shynesy and diffi- 
dence that prevented her from mentioning his 
name and appearing to display any interest in 
him, and secondly, because she feared that 
Daphne's veracity was not to be relied upon. 

‘* Whether she has spoken to Mr, St. Quentin 
or not, she is absolutely certain to deny having 
done so. She never by any chance ‘tells of 
herself’ as the children say.” 

If it had not been for Mrs. Strangways, 
Daphne would have been terribly bored in 
London, but that lady took compassion on her 
aud chaperoned her to one or two festivities. 
Since the death of her husband Constance had 

iven up every sort of amusement. Lord 
Flardstock tried in vain to persuade her to go 
to the theater on one occasion. 

**T really don't care to go,” she said. ‘The 
heat and glare are insufferable at this time of 
the year. 

** You may take me, Lord Hardstock,” put in 
Daphne wineedly. ** Would it be too dreadful, 
Constance, if Lord Hardstock bored himself to 
that extent?” 

Mrs. Armitage’s face assumed a doubtful 
look. Truth to tell, she was afraid to trust her 
reckless little sister-in-law out of her sight. 

“*I will get a box, and Miss Baillie shall 
come with us. It will bea treat for her, poor 
girl,” said Lord Hardstock quickly. 

‘“* Why do you call her ‘poor girl?’” asked 
Daphne. ‘ That sort of person scarcely expects 
dissipation, does she?” 

“T don’t think you quite understand Miss 
Baillie’s position here,” remarked Constance 
gently. ‘“*She gives her services in exchange 
for a home with me. I pay her nothing.” 

‘*Oh, I see,” said Daphne, stifling a yawn be- 
hind her fan, ‘‘ she is a sort of non-salaried de- 
pendent.” And as she spoke the words the 
door opened to admit Eva and her governess, 

Whatever else she was, Miss Baillie was un- 
doubtedly a magnificent actress, for although 
every one of the slighting words, spoken in 
Daphne's most insolent manner, had fallen dis- 
tinctly upon her ears, she did not give the 
faintest evidence that she understood their 
import, but with asmile on her face crossed 
the floor to where Mrs. Armitage sat. 

* Eva andl are going out for half an hour, 
now that it iscooler. Can I do anything for 

ou?” 

r Constance answered in the negative. And 
when they were gone and Eva’s merry voice 
could be heard prattling in the hall, Daphne 
broke into an amused laugh. 

** What a joke,” she said, and curled herself 
up on a sofa, well pleased that she had inflicied 
a sting on the girl she disliked. 

** My dear Daphne, do you forget the golden 
rule?” 

‘“Isitariddle? Oh yes,I know. Why are 
two girls kissing each other fulfilling the 
golden rule? Because they are doing to each 
other as they would that men should do unto 
them.” 

* You are perfectly incorrigible.” But despite 
herself Constance was compelled to laugh. 

‘* Why are you different to allthe rest of us?” 
asked Daphne by and by, when Lord Hard- 
stock, finding that he was not going to be in- 
vited to dinner, had taken his hat and made his 
adieux. 

“Am Tt" 

‘“*Yes. Your very nams has a frigid sound 
about it. You never could have been ‘Con’ or 
‘Conny ’only Constance.” 

‘*Do you find me then so unlovable?” 

‘*Not that—not that in the least—but a little 
wee bit unapproacbable. I never know what 
your real thoughts and feelings are. You keep 
them all bottled up, and you always talk in 
such a proper way that you make me feel like 
anaughty child, only just Jet off a whipping. 
I love yov,and yet Iam more than half afraid of 

ou. It must be dreadful to have a character to 
eepup. Don't you long to do something des- 
perate sometimes ?” 

**No, most certainly I don’t. Neither will 
you when you grow older. You are such a 
baby, Daphne—time will cure you of your 
follies.” 

**Willit? I think I would rather remain as 
Iam. Do you think me pretty, Constance?” 

She looked more than pretty at that moment 
with the wild rose color in her face coming and 
going, and the big eyes luminous and glowing 


Daphne. 
ance to me than 
She was think 


| like stars. 


“Yes, you are very pretty,” answered Con- 
stance. But she sighed as she spoke, for she 
recalled her brother-in-law’s words, and trem.- 
bled for what the future might hold for the 
impulsive, emotional girl wife, who seemed to 
be absolutely incapable of understanding the 
responsib lities of life,or looking upon herself 
in any o:her light than that of a lay figure to 
receive admiration and to be petted and 
praised. 





CHAPTER XX. 


Miss Baillie did not altogether enjoy her 
at the theater, although she sat by 


evenin 
Lord Hardstock’s side. There was a good deal 
of bitter mixed with the sweet, and Daphne's 


mocking words still rankled within her. More- 


| over, that young lady seemed bent on monopo- 


lizing every iota of attention, and to be jealous 
of any stray word that might be addressel to 
anyone but herself. She was bent on mischief, 
Having arrived at the 
astonishing fact that Lord Hardstock was not 


| engaged to Constance, she singled him out im- 





mediately as an admirer for herself. To do 
Daphne justice, she never poached on other 
people’s preserves; very probably for the 
simple reason that she did not think it worth 
the trouble, and she looked on one of the male 
species who happened to be in love with 
another woman asa creature too unsatisfactory 


| and too uninteresting upon which to waste her 


charms. 

To-night her eyes sparkled merrily and her 
lovely little face was alive with fun and 
coquetry. 

* You are better off than most of your sex 
here this evening,” she said naively, ‘‘ for Miss 
Baillie and 1 are by far the best4e0king women 
in the theater, and you have ue both all to 
yourself.” 

* A little pig in clover,” whispered Emily into 
Lord Hardstock’s other ear; and although it 
was said in pure jest the speech grated on him. 
He disliked anything app ug slang, and 
Emily, it must be confessed, was inclined to be 
a littie coarse sometimes, 

Under cover of the music Daphne made a 
small vonfession. ‘‘Do you know,” she said 
archly, “that I actually fancied you were fond 
of my sister in-law.” 

“So I am. I admire Mrs. Armitage im- 
mensely.” 

**Ah! but I thought you were in love with 
her. Wasn’t it absurd of me? I do get the 
oddest notions into my head sometimes.” 

* And how did you find out your mistake ?” 

**Constance enlightened me. She was most 
indignant. You never had been and never 
would be her lover, she said.” 

**Very probably. No doubt her choice lies 
elsewhere. I always believed that she was at- 
tached to St. Quentin,” he said, in a tone that 
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had a flavor of bitterness about it. ‘‘ Anyhow, | herself the while, overjoyed at the prospect iI crossed over to look at some dear little 


he was frightfully gone over her.” 

It was Daphne's turn to feel uncomfortable, 

“*Oh, no!” she said, ‘‘you are quite mistaken, 
a perfectly certain there is nothing between 
them.” 

“ You ought to know, of course,” said Lord 
Hardstock, caressing his mustache thought- 
fully, ‘‘ for they must have met pretty often at 
your house when Mrs, Armitage was in Paris.” 


This was a feeler, but Daphne swallowed the. 


bait. ‘* Perhaps,” she remarked, coquettishly 
and with drooping eyelids, ‘‘ perhaps he might 
have found other attractions there.” 

Lord Hardstock could scarcely be blamed for 
embracing the golden opportunity thus pre- 
sented to him and assuring the silly little 
woman that had he been in St. Quventin’s place 
he should have had eyes‘for no one but her, 

And Daphne believed every word he said. 
She gave vent to a little sigh that meant a 
good dea', and she leaned back in her chair 
with a pleased expression on her face—a little 
embarrassed perhaps, but a great deal gratified. 
All this was not, as may be well imagined, very 
entertaining forathird party. The piece was 
stupid, there was no one in the house worth 
looking at, and that atrocious little flirt, Mrs, 
Geralg Armitage, was endeavoring to lure her 
lover into whisperei confidences. Miss Baillie’s 
patience was quickly exhausted. 

“*T feel quite faint,” she murmured languidly. 
‘The heas is most oppressive.” 

Her ruse was successful. Lord Hardstock 
turned towards her in alarm, and from that 
mom ent divided his attention between the 
adie . 

‘“‘T might have had a much better time if we 
had not brought that wretched governess with 
us,” reflected Daphne, as they drove home- 
wards. ‘‘Iam sure Lord Hardstock admires 
me immensely.” 

“Catch me going out again with Mrs. 
Gerald,” was Miss Baillie’s outspoken thought. 
‘She would like me to play gooseberry, but 
you don’t catch a weasel asleep. 

And’ even Lord Hardstock began dimly to 
perceive that he had made a mistake. 

**Good night, Lord Hardstock,” said Miss 
Baillie, holding out her hand. 

**Oh, don’t go; pray come in,” cried Daphne 
entreatingly. ‘* Constance is sure to be sitting 
up for us.” 

Mrs. Armitage was in the drawing-room and 
came to the door. *‘ How have you enjoyed 
it?” she asked. 

‘Pretty well. Three’s a stupid number,” 
answered Daphne with a pout, whereupon 
Emily turned round quickly. 

‘*Perhaps you wili wait to make your ill- 
bred remarks until the third person has disap- 
peared,” said she. And she flew up the stair- 
case to her own room. 

“What on earth have I done?” asked 
Daphne, lifting an innocent and puzzled 
face to her companions. ‘I always seem to be 
putting my footinit. But what a virago that 
girl is. I should be afraid to live under the 
same roof with her.” . 

‘*] have hardly ever seen her out of temper,” 
said Constance. ‘** Your remark was very ill- 
timed, Daphne.” 

“Oh, if people are so ridiculously thin- 
skinned they must expect a pin-prick or two.” 

Lord Hardstock said nothing. He did not 
care to espouse Emily’s cause, fearing the con- 
struction that the others might put upon it, 
but in his heart he felt extremely vexed. The 
girl had been pomerene so admirably of late 
that it was a pity this little fire-brand should 
have come into their midst to upset every- 
thing. With all her beauty Daphne was not 
a favorite of his. He read her narrow, selfish 
little soul, and Reese. pitied the man who 
called her wife. As for Emily, she cried herself 
to sleep that night. Never in her life had she 
been so insult And Mrs. Armitage, looking 
at her swollen eyes and tear-stained face, was 
not altogether surprised, when, immediately 
after breakfast, she asked to be allowed a few 
words alone, and then made a request that she 
should be permitted to take a week's holiday. 
**T would rather give up my position alrogether 
than bave to endure anv more insolence from 
Mrs, Gerald,” she added hotly. 

It seemed to be always Constance’s task to 

ur oilon the troubled waters. And in this 
nstance she felt that Miss Baillie had right 
and reason on her side. 

**T am very, very sorry,” she said gently. 
“I fear my sister-in-law’s tongue runs away 
with her and that she hardly knows what she 
does say. But pray take the holiday jou ask 
for, Miss Baillie; there is no reason whatever 
why you should not do so.” 

But before nightfall Miss Baillie had recon- 
sidered her decision. Mrs. Strangways bad 
written inviting Daphne to spend a few days 
with her as she had some extra dissipation, in 
the shape of two dinner parties, one of which 
was to be followed by a dance. Of course 
Daphne was eager to accept and ran off ne pee 
areply. Constance gave a sigh of relief. iss 
Baillie was useful to her in many ways; she 
took the entire charge of Eva off her hands and 
she would have greatly missed her. Some- 
thing of this she expressed to Emily aad the 
girl felt cheered by the knowledge that she 
was really valued by her employer. 

**What a fortunate man he would be who 
won her heart,” she told herself. ‘For she is 
a woman in ten thousand. Uninteresting and 
vapid though she may seem, she is thoroughly 
amen. and would never stoop to anything 

ttle or underhand.” 

So Daphne packed up her trunks singing to 


before her, and I am atraid that nobody tried 
to alter her determination, but on the contrary 
they congratulated themselves that there 
= now be some chance of a little peace and 
quiet. 

When Daphne came downstairs in an ex- 
quisite walking costume, and wearing her 
latest purchase, a hat of somewhat pronounced 
shape, Constance looked up in surprise. 

**My dear,” she said, ‘‘surely you are not 
thinking of going to Clarges street now? I 
intend to drive you there later on.” 

‘“*Oh, it doesn't matter,” she said with a pre- 
tence of indifference. ‘‘I may just as well 
have a harsom and start at once. You see I 
shall have to unpack, and it is more than 
likely that Mrs, Strangways may have guests 


| to night.” 





Constance said no more, but kissed the pretty 
face and stood with Eva at her side, watchin 
the hansom drive away. The luggage had 
some time before been 
four-wheeler. 

Daphne bowed and smiled—her face radiant 
and dimpled. So slight a thing pleased her, 
such a trifle reduced her to tears and musing. 
It is an open 

eraments suc 
it in this matter-of-fact world of ours. 

After she had gone Constance took her little 
daughter on her Jap and instructed her in some 
of the intricacies of nezdlework. 

‘*Mamma,” sa‘d Eva suddenly, ‘do you love 
Auntie Daphne?” 

‘Very much. She is a pretty lady, Eva, is 
she not?” 

“It is better to be good than pretty,” an- 
swered the child, drawing herself up witha 
superior air. 


“Yes, it certainly is. But Aunt Daphne is 


| both.” 


**Perhaps,” said Eva, 
doubtful. ‘‘I am glad I am not her little girl,” 
she continued gravely. 

Miss Baillie was in her room and they spent 
a cosy afternoon together. Eva had beguiled 
her mother into singing nursery rhymes, and 
they were busily engaged with— 

** I’ve a little black dolly called Topsy 
And she doesn’t like sleeping alone!” 
when the door ozened and Mrs. Strangways 
entered. 

‘*Where in the world is Mrs. Gerald?” she 
asked. 

‘*Is she not with you?” said Constance, look- 
ing frightened. ‘'She left here at three 
o'clock.” 

‘““And it is now six. Well, I can't wait. I 
promised to look in at Lady Fitz-Hughs’ this 
afternoon and as Daphne had not arrived I 
thought I would pick her up and take her 
there with me.” 


“It is very strange,’ said Constance. ‘‘Sure- | 


ly nothing has happened to her, Rebecca?’ 

‘*What should happen to her in broad day- 
light? You always speak of your sister-in-law 
as if she were a perfect baby.’ 

“And in trut 
stance, becoming very anxious. And after her 
sister had departed she put on her bonnet and 
had herself driven to Clarges street. 

Mrs. Gerald had not yet arrived, so Constance 
sat down to wait with what patience she could 
muster. At aquarter to seven Mrs. Strang- 
ways returned, Still no Daphne. 
hansom dreve up at a sharp trot, and a mioute 
later Daphne’s voice could be heard on the 
stairs. 

““AmTIla‘e? Oh, Mrs. Strangways, do for- 
give me.” She paused, amazed to find Con- 
stance there, and looked very uncomfortable. 

“Where have you been?” asked Constance, 
almost on. the verge of tears. She had really 
been very uneasy and was more than a little 


relieved to find that nothing had happened to | 


her sister-in-law. 


Daphne’s face quickly assumed a defiant 


t. ‘I have been shopping,” sbe said. 
‘*There were several things I wanted. You 
always hurry one so, Constance. I could spend 
hours in looking in at the windows and turn- 
ing over the pretty things on the counters. It 
is such absurdity to pretend that one is obliged 
to buy cores one looks at. What are the 
men behind the counters for except to wait on 
people?” She rattled on, evidently with a wish 
to gain time. 

**And where did you go?” asked Mrs, Strang- 
ways, looking upon her sister’« distress as 
ridiculous and unnecessary. 
answer somewhat staggered her. 

**T went to the Burlington Arcade,” she said, 
* and to oll ves the trath, I was horribly dis- 
appointed. thought it was a dreadful place 
—you know you said so, Constance—but I 
never saw a single thing, in fact, it was nearly 
emoty. There were a few people strolling up 
avd down, but hardly anyone in the shops.” 

Constance was almost speechless. 

“T met with an adventure, though,” continued 
Daphne briskly, as though it was the most de- 
lig tfulthingin the world. ‘I went into one 
of the flower shops and ordered some exquisite 
gardenias for to-morrow, and when I came out 
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etched by Dyne in a | 


uestion after all whether tem- | 
as hers do not get the best of | 


looking extremely | 


she is little more,” said Con- | 


At last a | 


Bat the girl's | 


brooches in a window opposite. A tall and fine, 
and, oh! such a handsome man, Constance—] 
believe he was a duke at least—touched me on 
thearm, ‘I beg your pardon,’ he sa‘d, ‘ you 
have dropped your handkerchief,’ Of course | 
thanked him, and was going to put it in my 
pocket when I saw that it was not mine at ai} 
—mine are not at all initialled, you know. 
Funny, wasn't it? But we were good friends 
after that.” 

Constance glanced at her sister. Mrs. 
Strangways’ face was set after the method 
common to her when vexed. “Surely you did 
not allow a stranger to enter into conversation 
with you, Daphne? You must have known it 
was most improper.” ZF ees 

* But he was quite a gentleman.” 

‘He would most certainly not imagine that 
you were a lady.” 

“‘T am sure he liked me very much. You are 
always so cross, Constance ; everything I do is 
wrong. 

“Have you spent all these hours with ‘this 
man then?” put in Rebecca sternly. 

“Oh, no; we walked down Piccadilly. and 
| he wanted me to have some lunch at—I forget 
where—but I wasn't hungry, so I asked him to 
calla hansom. Oh, Constance! I have not seen 
such a handsome man since I have been in 
London.” 
| _ **Did he hear you tell the man where to 
| drive?” asked Constance miserably. 
|. “I don't know—yes, he must have done, fer 
| I asked him what the fare was to Clarges 
{ street bafore I got in, and the dishonest cab 

man insisted on having two shillings, although 


he had mistaken the addreas and driven me 
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omewhere out of Holborn, and then just as I 
got down, feeling sure that it was not the 


right street; who should I see but Lord Hard 

stock. 
my troubles, and he took me somewhere and 
gave me a cup of tea and at last I found my 
way here, Quite,a chapter of accidents, wasn’t 
it? But I think I managed to get out of them 
very well.” 

Constance rose to her feet with what was for 
ber quite a tragic air. ‘‘ My dear Daphne,” she 
said, more coldly than that poune lady had 
ever heard her speak, “I shall send you back 
to Gerald, for I simply dare not take the re- 
sponsibility of you any longer.” 

‘*Now what have I done?” asked Daphne, 
wee | back on her old cry. ‘I could not pre- 
vent the man speaking to me, and it was not 
my fault that the cabman drove me wrong. I 
always get blamed for everything.” 

Constance could have laughed only that she 
felt too heart-sick, She did not believe that 
her sister-in-law was the innocent, unsophisti- 
cated creature she pretended to be. ‘*‘ How- 
ever quietly she may have been brought up in 
India, at all events she has lived in Euro 
long enough to know that ladies do not ma 
acquaintance with men they chance to meet in 
the streets,” she told herself, There was a good 

deal of method in Daphne's madness and reck- 
lessness. It was not for nothing that she had 
donned her finest gown and sported her new 
hat. ‘*Oh, my poor Gerald,” she thought, “I 
much fear that you will have all your work cut 
out for you.” 
(To be Continued.) 





An Immoral Providence. 

I was attracted to Pinkey by his great liveli- 
ness and the fact that he wore a portion of the 
uniform of a district messenger boy. “It may 
be,” I thought, ‘“‘that._ all messenger boys are 
not- born tired, but that that is a condition 
affecting them only when on duty.” Pinkey, I 
coocluded, was not on duty ; he was uniformed 
only as to trowsers, and he was, as I have said, 
most agreeably vivacious and alert, 

I first saw him emerging from a basement 
coffee-shop, from which, as he passed a table 
near the door, he er an extra doughnut, 
with great skill and neatness. On the side- 
walk, he met an uniformed companion. 

‘Hullo, Stubby.” 

‘** Hullo, Pinkey.” 

They were passing each other with this when 
Pinkey produced the doughnut and grinned. 
Stubby looked at it, then at the coffee-shop 
and then he grinned. 

“Give us a piece.” 

Pinkey broke the cake and was passing half 
to Stubby, when he hesitated and asked : 

‘Got a cigarette?” 

17 Naw.” 

** You’re a liar!” 

Then Stubby grinned, produced a package, 
gave Pinkey a cigarette, took half the dough- 
nut, and departed ee 

Pinkey "eat a up and started rapidly down 
the street, but stop suddenly in front of a 
hand-organ, on which was seated a little, 
shivering, pink-nosed, white poodle, holding a 
tiny basket in its mouth. Pinkey made a 
motion of depositing money in the basket, and 
the shivering poodle made a motion of kissing 
nis band. It wasthe poodle’s one poor little 
trick, and it amused Pinkey enormously ; he 
made the dog do it over and over again to the 
rage of the organ-grinder. 

‘*Go away, you leetle-a hoodlum-a!” 

Then Pinkey was ina rage. He glared at 
the organist, with eyes contracted and chin 
extended, and said, in a low, threatening 
growl: 

**Soy, you call me a hoodlum agin, and I'll 
take a fall out of you!” 

The Italian—who was a big, muscular fellow 
with two sound legs tucked under him, and 
two wooden stumps strapped to his knees 
sticking out in front of nim—looked ready to 
spring to his feet and demolish Pinkey. 

**Soy, I'm on to you, young felly. If youse 
jump me, de cop will see yer wood legs is fakes, 
and run you off de beat. See?” 

Pinkey grinned after saying this, and made 
the poodle kiss his hands again, and then dis- 
eovered that it was ravenously interested in 
the greasy doughnut Pinkey still carried. 

“Oh, de —_— hungry ; let's feed him,” and 
he took the sket and began feeding the 
famished poodle, while the Italian nearly had 
a fit from rage. 

‘* Well, so long, yeuns 
Pinkey, when he h fed tke poodle ; 
“Th along to morrow, an’ if youse have 
whaled de purp fer eating de sinker I'll put de 
cop on to yer fake legs.” . 

Pinkey replaced the basket in the poodle’s 
mouth, patted its head, grinned at the organist, 
shook his fist at him, and started down the 
street at a sprinting pace. I hurried after him 
from the show window [ had been pretending 
to examine, but his pace was such that I surely 
would have lost him had he not come into vio- 
lent collision with a youngster about his size, 
who was superintending the progress of a 
mechanical toy across the sidewalk. , 

‘*“Who you running into, kid?” exclaimed 
the toy vendor, peemeg up his sample toy—a 
yellow ostrich, driven by a green man ina red 
cart—and aw it by the side of his stock of 
goods, on the edge of the sidewalk. Pinkey 
really had the wind knocked out of him by the 
collision, and could not reply at once. He was 
rubbing his hands in front of him—I had seen 
that trick before, and suspected what was to 
follow—and grinning, as he slowly approached 
the unsuspecting toy boy. Without a word or 
sign of warning Pinkey’s right flew out and his 
fist landed hard and flush on the mouth of the 
amazed vendor. 

There was a short but very lively rally at 
close quarters, in which Pinkey was getting all 
the best of it (belonging to the leisure class, he 
had more time for the practice of the manly 
art of attack), when the gathered crowd was 
parted by the slow and dignified entrance into 
the ring of a policeman. 

‘** Stop that !” exclaimed the officer. 

The boys’ arms fell to their sides, 

** What's all this about?” 

The toy vendor really did not seem to know 
what it was all about and was silent, but 
Pinkey explained without a second’s hesita- 
tion: 

‘* Why, Officer Mullin, dis kid was blocking 
up de whole sidewalk wid his tin toys, an’a 
lady nearly fell over one an’ broke her leg, an’ I 
says to him, ‘ Let de ney ; does de whole 
sidewalk belong to yuse?’ An’ he says eepeae do 
cop—de officer, mean—for not running him in, 
an’ knowing you, Mr. Mullin, I says he lies, 
and he tries to tump me an’——” 

The crowd gisal and the officer scowled, 

‘* Pinkey,” he said, “‘you area little liar. Go 
on about your business, or I'll run you in for 
tighting ; and you”—to the other boys, ‘keep 
your toys off the sidewalk, or I'll run you in. 
Then the officer moved off, slowly, and still 
with dignity. While Pinkey was weaving his 
little romance, every eye was fixed on his elo- 
quent lips ; every ones eyes except mine. J 
had discovered a peculiar motion of Pinkey’s 
feet. The tin ostrich and driver were being 
skilfully drawn apart from the stock of toys, 
and, wnen Se ofieer moved off, the toy was 
»etween Pinkey’s shoes, 

As the officer disappeared Pinkey dropped 
his soft hat, with which he had been pretend- 
ing to wipe his eyes, and, stepping back as he 
did g0, the hat fell over the ey. When ke 
picked it up and resumed his dabs at his dry 
eyes, I knew the toy was safely his, and wick- 
edly rejoiced. 

Thee Piakey darted off again, and I would 
have had great difficulty in following him had 
he not stopped every time he came to a toy- 
seller—the street was lined with them—to in- 
quire if they were suffering for a fight, to 
blackguard them, and sometimes to snatch off 
their caps to shy them under the wheels of 
passing vehicles. ieeseew we onmes sare . 
toy-seller surroun ya up of sm 
people, Pinkey edged in, ona I followed. The 
prettiest child you ever saw, a girl four or five 
years old. was crowing and laughing in mad 


felly!” exclaimed 


Was it not fortunate? I told him all 
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delight over a strutting tin ostrich drawing 
the accustom een man and red cart. Her 
1 was so hilarious, a crowd of smiling people 
ad stopped to share it. 
: Wg a pe yen Sa gr yi eri at 
ast, and she gra up the and hugged 
it to her bosom in an ecstasy of happiness. A 
woman, very — but carefully, dressed, 
answered in a low yoice, in which there was 
sadness: ‘‘Come, Dorothy, mamma wont buy 
ip now ; some other day.” 
Downe? mamma, I love it; please dive it to 
y. , 

The woman took from a very small purse a 
dime, and offered it to the vendor. 

“Dem walking-toys is two bits,” the boy 
said with scorn. 

The woman replaced the coin, flushed 
slightly, and taking the child’s hand said, 
“Come, Dorothy, put down the toy. We'll 
buy something else, pretty.” 

Dorothy's eyes filled and her lips trembled. 
“*Nofing else is so booful,” she said, and putting 
down the toy, walked away with her mother, 
choking, but determined not to make a scene. 

Pinkey and I followed them. It was several 
blocks before they turned into a quieter side 
street and then Pinkey overtook them. 
** Here, little girl, dis is fer youse,” said Pinkey, 
producing the toy he had sequestered. The 
child uttered acry of delight and had the toy 
in her arms in an instant, 

a cannot buy it; I am sorry,” the mother 
said. 

“°Tain’t fer sale.” replied Pinkey. “It’s a 
Christmas present.” 

‘You are a very kind boy,” the lady said, 
smiling sweetly ; ‘* but my little girl must not 
take your toy.’ 

The situation was becoming involved and set 
about with social complexities which were too 
intricate for Pinkey’s primitive understanding. 
He looked*a puzzled moment at the woman, 

inned very good-naturedly at the child, and 
then with a startling suddenness turned and 
ran as if for his life. I lost him then, for he 
turned like a rabbit at the first corner. Having 
devoted three-quarters of an hour in a profit- 
less but pleasing study of Pinkey, 1 found my- 
self just that much late for an engagement at 
my club end hurried there, making up a proper 
excuse asI went. Just as I reached the street 
entrance, I was overtaken by the man my en- 
gagement was with, who said: ‘‘ You got my 
note. then?” 

** Your no‘e?” 

‘**T sent one here an hour ago saying I should 
be detained. Heavens! what a racket!” 

Down the street surged a mob of men and 
boys of all conditions, surrounding two fighting 

Neare-t the fighters was Pinkey, and 
over all the other noises came his voice : 

‘*Leave ’em alone, I soy! de’re even match, 
even weight. Let ’em fight!” 

A policeman interrupted, and as a prelimin- 
ary means of securing peace, aimed a kick at 
Pinkey. He avoided the kick neatly, so as to 
let it land on an inoffensive old gentleman, 
and squirming out of the crowd, to my surprise, 
darted tow me. 

‘* Here comes the very oy I gave the note to. 
Here, you young brat! idn’t I give you a 
note an hour ago to deliver at thisclub?” Not 
for any space of a second was Pinkey embar- 
rassed, 

** Yes, sir ; but I’m sorry, sir, dere was a run- 
away an——' 

** And you werekilled, I suppose,” interrupted 
my friend. 

‘**No, sir, it happened to be me poor old 
father, sir ; his legs were broken, sir, and I had 
to tell the ambulance-driver where to take 
him, sir.” 

“Tf the little beggar’s father was reall 
over, I’d better give him a dollar,” sai 
friend, who is sympathetic and credulous. 

‘*Give him a dollar, anyhow,” I suggested.— 
The Argonaut, 


Tabitha Twitters on The Tongue. 


slippin out spoutageously. 
unruly member. 


certs, lekchurs, and etsettery. I hev 


to me. 


marks 


frane. ‘ They always talk who never think.” 


ago I was 
daughter lately had an un 


to as 


answer a word, but she 

thot she wud fall from 

the scrutator had a pang of regret. 
Much has been said regardin’ the n 


Mabel happily married ?” 


droppin in a very rainy day. 


facks by freqwent remindins, 
sure your sin will find you out.” 


of my acqwaintance, and sez one: ‘**M 


what he preac 


that there was a long silence. 
Recently a frend of mine had an evenin’ 


little Mary was listenin’ with attentiveness, 
The senator called next day, and while he was 
waiting for Mrs. Mary told bim that she 
cud examine heads like a frenolojist and tell 
his character by feelin his bumps. When Mrs, 
——— cum down a little later, she perseved 
Mary mounted on a chair, with her hand on 
= pei head, retailin all the information. 
— Puck. 
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How Mozart Learned to Play. 


It is a singular fact that a gift for music will 
show itself earlier than -~ other kind of gift. 
Mozart displayed his bent for music at the age 
of three. He would climb up on the piano 
stool and pick out the simplest*concord of 
notes (major thirds) on various parts of the 
key board. Of course Mozart must be regarded 
as an exceptional case, for he was the 
greatest musical genius that has ever lived. 

How much more generous his gifts were 
than those of other musical children, must be 
seen in the way in which he took up the violin. 
He ~~ amused himself with it ; but no one 
ever took his word seriously until one da 
there came to his father’s home Herr Wentz, 
with six new trios of his own composition, 
Wentzl played first violin, Herr Schachtner, 
the court trumpeter, second violin and Mozart's 
father the bass. Little Mozart begged to be 
allowed to play second violin, but the father 
reproved him saying he had never had any in- 
struction on the instrument. 

**One need not have learned in order to play 
second violin,” said Mozart. 

Schachtner interceded, and the boy was al- 
lowed to play the second violin part along with 
him. Herr Schachtner, in a letter to Mozart's 
sister, says: ‘‘I soon remarked with astonish- 
ment that I was quite superfluous; I put my 
violin quietly down, and Jooked at your father, 
down whose cheeks tears of wonder and de- 
light were running, and so he played all six 
trios.” 

The delicacy of the ear of some gifted mu- 
sicians is marvelous. Mozart sometimes 
played on Herr Schachtner’s violin and again 
on his own. One day he said to Schachtner : 
** Your violin is tuned half a quarter of a tone 
lower than mine, if it is tuned as it was when 
I last played on it.” They sent for Schachtner's 
violin, and found by comparison that the bo 
was right. This reminds me of Josef Hof- 
A friend of mine used to wear on 


run 
my 





An Interpolation. 


: It. was after the intermezzo that he first saw 
er. 

Who? 

A girl in the chorus—a slender girl, with a 

culiar gilding walk, and deeply rouged cheek 

nes. mehow or other she make him think 
at once of a girl he used to know—another 
chorus girl—and one who had been the Gra- 
ziella of his life. He had not thought of her 
for years. She was dead—long ago. He had 
read of her death in the paper one as 
over his coffee, and had wondered why he di 
not care. The paper stated that she had died 
in a New Orleans hospital, the company hav- 
ing been compelled to leave her there, 

nd to-night—the opera being Cavalleria 

Rusticana, and Penelope, his wife, being 
cozily seated in the orchestra chair by his side 
—some trickery, some legerdemain of memory. 
brought about by a chance resemblance, caused 
her to live again. He could almost feel her 
breath on his cheek. 

He knew now that he had taken her love for 
him to be his love for her. A common occur- 
rence when men are young, and occasionally 
later. In the first instance they usually live to 


laugh it over. In the second, they sometimes | mann. 
die before they see the joke. his watch chain a pitch pipe tuned to 
He stared at the girlon thestage. Shehada|the A of the Steinway piano, which at 


that time was a mere trifle higher than the 
standard pitch. You know pitch is measured 
by vibrations, the middle A making over 450 
to the second. My friend’s pitch a pe was 32 
vibrations too high—a very small amount. 
One evening he and I were talking and laugh- 
ing with little Josef in the corridor of the 
Metropolitan Opera House, when my friend 
suddenly sounded his pipe and said to the boy: 

** What note is that?” 

“That is A,” answered Josef, ‘‘ but it is just 
a trifle too high.”— Harper's. 


dimple, too, and one corner of her mouth ran 
up higher than the other when she laughed. 
He remem bered—— 

* This music has some warmth—color, feel- 
ing,” interpolated Penelope softly. 

** It has, indeed, dear,” with an imperceptib!e 
start, and then he moved his shoulder about 
the eighth of an inch—just enough to touch 
her. 

And Penelope flushed a little and smiled con- 
tentedly. The music swelled sonorously. 

He had wanted to marry her. By Jove! 
What if he had done so! is life would have 
been ruined. That was what they all said. 
He recalled the day when they hurried him off 
to Europe. He could even catch a retrospective 
whiff of the salf, morning air. How old, and 
wretched, and chilled he had felt. His eyes 
had reproached his mother to the last. How 
his brain had burned, and what a nasty blot on 
creation the city had seemed ! 

It had been ace Dre toa great deal—much 
that was very silly as well as sweet. 

Yet—even now—— 

And then Santuzza, in disclosing the falsity 
of Lola to Alfio, held his attention for a time. 

Graziella was a little thing—simple and 





No Clew, 


**Well?” queried the detective from head- 
quarters, who had climbed three pairs of stairs 
in response to a call from an insurance office. 

“Why, I gave a trampish-looking fellow a 
quarter to bring up some coal, and he had 
scarcely gone whenI missed my spectacles,” 
replied the agent. 

*Gold- bowed ?” 

** Yes; [suppose he could sell them for about 
a dollar.” ; 

**T know where they are.” 

** You do?” 


unselfish. They all laughed at him when “* Yes—on your forehead |” 
he had asserted that fact. Yet—now—he ** Bless me!” gasped the agent, as he put his 
knew that it was a fact. hand up. ‘“Sothey are! Sothey are! Well, 


** Sooner or later you would tire of her,” his 
father had said. 

And that was a fact, also. He knew it now. 

It had been like a newspaper clipping—-a 
common place poem—with the last verses torn 
away. A fragment—that was all. 

How the music drifts to-night—like flery 
snow. Turiddu had just received the bite on 
the ear. He watched the rivals idly and re- 
flected that a man is with love exactly as a 
child with a toy balloon. 

He may himself burst the enchanting bubble, 
being rewarded with flatness and staleness 
thereby ; he may lose it, and watch it in an- 
guish as the udy toy floats up to meet the 
stars—beautiful to the last; or, he may, cher- 
ishing it hour by hour, live to see it lose its 
charm—and, perhaps—shrink into nothingness. 

Alfio’s balloon had burst, while he had lost 
his, he thought, with a smile. 

He looked at Penelope. She was pretty, 
with her little supercilious air and pink, parted 


li 
Nie added to himself: ‘‘ The child buys a new 
The man finds a new love. Why 


well, but I must be getting absent-minded |! 
7% needn’t arrest the party.” 

. 0.” 

“It seems that he simply intended to take 
them, but had no show.” 

“T see.” 

“Just report ‘no clew’ and see that the 

apers don’t get hold of it. That’s all. Wonder- 
Fal how smart you detectives arein unravel- 
ing mysterious cases! I must really oon a 
word in favor of the department some day. If 
the man had actually taken them I believe 

u'd have arrested him some timeor other. 

ood day.” 





Rings in Shakespeare’s Time. 

A ring possessing a strong claim to notice 
purports to be the seal ringof William Shakes- 

are, and was found March 16, 1810, by a 

borer’s wife in the mill close adjoining Strat- 
ford-on-Avon churchyard. Rings were at 
Shakespeare’s time an almost necessary part of 
the out & 66 0 penieemee. They indicated rank 
and character by their devices, hence the wills 
and inventories of the era abound with notices 
of rings, many ns wearing them in pro- 
fusion, as may be seen in -portraits painted at 
the time. 

The Germans particularly delighted in them 
and wore them upon many fingers and upon 
different joints of the fingers, the foreRener 
especially, a whimsical custom still kept by 
some of their descendants. The ladies even 
wreathed them in the bands of their head 
dresses. Rabelais speaks of the rings Gargan- 
tua wore because his father desired him to 


t ” 
oPuriddu rushed away melodiously, to meet 


his death. 

Going home in the cab Penelope was startled 
by a kiss. A little, light, tender—retrospective 
—kiss. 

“Somehow —it seems to me—you never 
kissed me just lixe that before,” she said mus- 


ingly. af 


All of the kisses women get do not belong to 
them. 


I hev read that Silence is the ornament of 
the femail sect ; and Hiram, quotin St. Paul, 
reminds me that women should keep silence in 
the churches (meaning also elsewhere), but I’d 
like to know if the femails of Paul’s time 
hadn't a hard tug to keep their words from 
I am witin to 
admit that for some femails the tongue is an 
I hev been imprested with 
that fack on street cars, in restaurants, at con- 
been an 
unprotected listenerto the domestic affairs of 
the discussin femaiis and their intimate friends, 
and I hev likewise heard news about myself 
and my relashuns that has been a revelashun 


I'm aware that there is ekselent varieties of 
tongues, but I'll confine myself to the chat- 
terin, scrutatin, naggin and scandalizin. I hev 
no hard feelins agin the chatterers; but I think 
if they cud hear me read some of their own re- 
caught in passin at public places, es- 
peshally remarks concerning the young men of 
their acquaintance, for the fuchur they’d re- 


There isn't a lock in your inmost soul where 
a scrutator wudn’t try to fita key. A few days 
t a dinner — next a lady whose 

ortnit eksperyens in 

her married life. Her nabor, who was per- 
a familyar with the circumstances, began 
qwestyuns about her personal concerns, 

and suddintly blurted out with, “And is 

My frend didn’t 
w so white that I 
er chair; and I hope 


ers 
since Solomon compared them to a Cont meal 
We hev the dis- 
kusons of The Naggletons on the Derby, Mrs. 
Caudle’s Curtain Lectures, and characters add 
lybertyum in poetry and friction. When-George 

liot’s Mr. Glegg pretested agin his wife going 
round barkin and snappin like a mad dog, he 
had my sympathies; notwithstandin, I hold 
that it’s my dooty to impress Hiram with some 


I should like to say to the scandalizers, ‘“‘ Be 
A short while 
ago some persons was talking over a minister 
r, —---— 
doesn't practice what he preaches.” Then riza 
small bey, who'd been tappin on a window 
pane, an’ sez he: ‘‘ Well, I can tell you he does, 
too, for he’s ia A papa, and I hear him practice 

es every Sunday morning in his 
study before he goes to church.” And after 


gatherin’ where a distingwished senator was 
minutely dissected, and nobody noticed that 























































the forefinger of his left hand he h 


middle finger one of mille 


of inestimable value.—Jewelers’ Weekly. 





Mansfield and Stevenson, 
about Richard Mansfield and Robe 


Hyde, so he 


in regard to the matter. 
ing for an interview. 
10 a.m.,” was the reply. 


himself at the lodgings of Mr. Stevenson. 


He sent up his card to Mr. Stevenson. 
few moments the servant same downstairs. 
“‘Mr. Stevenson will see you presently.” 


room. Mr. Mansfield arose, thinking he had 
met Mr. Stevenson. He began to cough vio- 
lently, and sneezed several times. When he 
had finished one of his fits of sneezing, he 
looked up and said, *‘Ob, I beg your pardon. I 
thought you were Mr. Stevenson.” 

**No,” said the gentleman, “I’m Lloyd 
Osbourne. I am Mr. Stevenson’s friend.” 
Then the following conversation took place : 

** You are Mr, Mansfield, I presume? ’ 

** Yes, that is my name.” 

“‘ Beautiful day, Mr. Mansfield.” 

“Yes, the weather is charming. But, Mr. 
Osbourne, I have an cagegement with Mr, 
Stevenson.” (Here Mansfield again begins to 
cough and sneeze.) 

** You bave a bad cold, Mr. Mansfield.” 

“Yes, a very bad cold. It’s your London 
weather. I would very much like to see Mr. 
St: veneon,” 

““Oh, yes, to be sure ; you want to see Mr. 
oe That is a very bad cold, Mr. Mans- 

eld. 

‘*Mr. Osbourne, I appreciate the fact that I 
have avery badcold. I did not come here, 
however, Mr. Osbourne, to tel! you all about 
my cold. The fact is, I want to see Mr. Steven- 
son, and, as my time is limited, I would like to 
see him at once, Iam to sail for America to 
morrow ; and, as I have many engagements for 
to-day, I want the interview at once.” (Mans- 
field again begins to sneeze and cough.) 

‘** Yes, Mr. Mansfield,” said Mr. Osbourne, 
“ ae cold, you——” 

** Well, I will acknowledge again that I have 
acold. it is of great importance that I ar- 
range th'sat once. I cannot talk about my 
cold all day.” 

‘* But, Mr, Mansfield, that cold-—” 

** Damn the cold ! i 

**But you cannot see Mr. Stevenson. You 
have sucha bad cold, and Mr. Stevenson will 
not meet a gentleman with acold. He fears it 
is so catching, you know. You'll have to cali 
again.” 
xit Mansfield.—Boston News. 


|— 


New Theory of the Exodus. 


A negro preacher once elaborated a new 
theory of the Exodus,—to wit, that the Red Sea 
was frozen over, and so afforded the Israelites 
asafe passage, but when Pharaoh with his 
heavy iron chariots attempted to cross he 
broke through and was drowned. A brother 
arose and asked an explanation of that “ p'int.” 
Said he, ‘‘I’s been studyin’ g’ography, and de 
@ography say dat am de place whar de tropics 
am, and de tropics am too hot for freezin’ ; de 
pint to be ’splained is bout breaking through 
de ice.” The preacher straightened himself up 
and said, ‘‘ Brudder, glad you axed dat ques- 
tion, for it gives me ’casion to’splainit. You 
see, dat war a great while ago, befo’ dey had 
any gographies, and befo’ dere war any 
tropics.” 





On 


Explained By Heredity. 
She—Do you know what it is to have asovl 
at war with itself? 
He—Don’t I, though? My father was an 
Irishman and my mother an Italian, you 
know. 








A crippled man is helpless; frost-bites <>. 
ple and St. Jacobs Oil cures frost-bites promptly 
and permanently. A fact without dispu'e. 








Raising the Wind. 

‘* Now,” said one of the projectors, ‘‘to float 
this scheme we'll issue one million dollars’ 
worth of five-per-cent. ten-year bonds.” 

‘** Yes,” replied the other projector, ‘* but how 
shall we meet the interest ?” ee 

*“T hadn’t thought of that. What will it 

mount to?” 
ane For the ten years it will be five hundred 
thousand dollars.” ; 

** Then we'd better make our bond issue one 
of a million and a half.” 








A Freak of Fate, by the Earl of Desart; St. 
Katharine by the Tower, by Walter Besant , 
The World, the Flesh and the Devil, a 
Braddon; In the Heart of the Storm, the 
author of The Silence of Dean Maitland, arc 
among the late issues in the popular Red Let- 
ter Series, and can be had at all kstores, 





A Labor Difficulty. 





7 + 3 m 7 S 


Walking Delegate—Yez must shto doin’ 
thot wae unless yez hov a card signe by th 
Supreme Exalted Grand Master av th’ Union! 
ulcahey—But it 's me wife's wood, Misther. 
Walking Delegate—I can’t help thot. Lave 
ff 


on leah Faith, O7'll not. Oi’m ready to 
ulcahey—Faith, b 

tackle vars Suprame Exalted Grand Masther ; 
tut whin it comes to a t’ree-hundred-pound 
woman wid rid hair, Oi'm not in it! 





. California and Mexico. 


A man going west should remember the 
great Wabash route is the banner line to all 
west and south west nts, the only railroad 
using the palace reclining chair cars (free 
from Detroit to St. Louis, Kansas oy an 
Omaha. Finest oan train on earth, and 
all cars fo throu e@ great tunnel at St. 
Louis. ime tables and other information 
from your nearest ticket agent or J. A, Richard- 
son, adian passenger agent, 28 Adelaide 
street east, Toronto, 


‘renew that ancient mark of nobility.” “ 
& go. 

ring set with a large carbuncle, and on the 
d metal. On the 
middle finger of the right hand he had a curi- 
ous ring, made spirewise, wherein was set a 
perfect raby, a pointed diamond and an emerald 


Iheard a very good story the other night 
rt Louis 
Stevenson, which has never been published. 
Mansfield was in London, preparing for his 
American tour. There was some difficulty in 
regard to the production of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
elt that he ought to meet Mr. 
Stevenson and have a thorough understanding 
Accordingly, the 
next day he sent a note to Mr, Stevenson, ask- 
‘* Meet me to-morrow at 


The next morning Mr. Mansfield presented 
He 
was unfit to be out, as he was suffering from a 
bad cold. However, he felt that it would be 
improper for him to break the appointment. 
In a 


In a few moments a gentleman enterea the 

























Another View of It. 


Hunker—I wish I had courage enough to 
pespoee to re at oy my oe 
8—That m t it. 
Hunker—How's that, ? nm 
Spatts—She might accept you. 





Useful Receipt. 


To prepare at a small cost a good tonic wine, 
for improving the appetite, aiding digestion 
and strengthening the system. 

Take a 25c. packet of Indigenous Bitters, 
which can be had of all druggists in the Do- 
minion, infuse it in three half pints of boiling 
water; when cvol strain and pass through the 
marc which remains in the strainer three 
bottles of sherry wine at from $1 75 to $2 per 
gallon. This wine is very valuable on account 
of its medicinal properties. It strengthens the 
stomach, increases the appetite, prevents or 
arrests nauseas, regulates the bowels and in- 
ereees the whole system. If care be had to 
take it regularly in doses of at least one table- 
spoonful fore or after meals it will prove of 
wonderful service to all whose stomachs do not 
— their proper functions, and everyone 

nows the importance of the stomach in the 
human organism. As the Indigenous Bitters 
are only composed of plants, roots and barks, 
and contain no mineral drug nor any danger- 
ous medicine whatsoever, this tonic may be 
administered without the slightest inconveni- 
ence alike to the weak and the strong. 

Important notice.—Do not take any thing in 
place of the Indigenous Bitters, It your drug- 

ist has none ask him to get them for you. 

ithout the true ‘Indigenous Bitters” this 

receipt is worthless. And they are not sold by 
weight, but only in 25c. packets, 





A Post-Graduate. 


He—What a modest, lovely creature she 
must be! See how she blushes on tre slightest 
provocation. How fascinating! 

She—And yet some parents don’t believe in 
we young women’s institute of physical cul- 

ure 


CANCER 








Itseems almost incredible that a remedy hae at laa 
been discovered for curing this dreadful disease without 
any painful operation. But when we can refer you to 
hundreds of living witnesses who have been permanently 
cured by our wonderful and pleasant treatment you 
should not hesitate to tell your friends the good news. 
No Knife! No Plaster! No Pain! Send 6 cente in stampe 
for particulars, and mention this paper. 

Stroter & JurRY 
Bowmanviuia, Ons. 


The Wonder 
of the Age 
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WRITES CONCERNING 


ALE ~ 
- Beer 


PEPTONIZED 


‘I can recommend Ale and Beef as a good 
tonic.” 


Try It and be Convinced! 
PRICE 25 CENTS 


- 


4% All enterprising Druggists keep it. 
CARTERS 
ITTLE 


IVER 
PILLS. 


CURE 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their mdst 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter’s Litrte Liver PILis 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to Row 
who suffer from this distressing. complain® 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they, will not be willing to do without them 


But After all sick head 


is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great hoast. Our pills eure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Litre Liver Piits are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are ey, Roe goes dyed = 
not or purge, bu eir gen ic 
please ai wae use them. “Ss vials at 25 cents; 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 


CARTER MEDICINE 60., New York. 


Gall PL Small Dose, Small Price 
Antisepties, Surgical Dressings 


Sanitary Towels, Rubber Bandages, Ab- 
dominal Belts and Fresh Vaccine 
Always in stock at 
FLETT’S DRUG STORE 


482 Queen Street West 
Te'ephone 664. 
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until now, after about twelve years o 
constant study and experience, he 


uncommonly efficient actor 


The Drama. 


OWADAYS Gus Wil- 
iii liamsisthe bestGerman 
comedian that goes 
through here, because 
he trusts to his face 
and his acting for 
everything. He doesn’t 
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SATURDAY NIGHT isa twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
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TELEPHONE 1709. event of the’season. The plan is now opena 











——— — SSS | on an imaginary chair and smite the floor with 
Vou. V] TORONTO, FEB. 6, 1892. [N0.1]1] 4 resonant thump. He does nothing that his 
= — = | school of comedians have been expected to do 


at every appearance for the last twenty-five 
oo een. years. He makes up for it by his droll humor 
It is a matter for regret that the death of a 


—makes up for it a dozen times over. In Kep- 
schooimaster can so seldom make thousands of 











awakening to life: 
Galatea— 

Pygmalion— 

Galatea— Art thou a woman ? 
Pygmalion— 

Galatea— What ie a man? 





Am a woran? 
« Yes. 





pler’s Fortune he has a part that affords him No, I am a man. 


every opportunity for display, the other charac- 










oung men sad, but the late Mr. Huston, who 
died fast week at Woodstock, was one of those | ters being merely subsidiary to him, and not eer Ga Se So ene 
rare schoolmasters who really win the hearts | requiring mention. Lillian Harper as Addie All ite that strength and courage can avert— 
of their pupils, and there are thousands of} Keppler danced nicely, and Stuart Brodock To fight and die for her, that she may live. 
young men in all parts of Canada and the | made the most of Penrose Allison. Walter M. | ¢aja+eq— I'm glad that I'm a woman. 
United States who will recall with sorrow for | Hodges played David Crane, who diedin a far | p,jgmazion— Beth's. 
his untimely death, his warm hand shake, his | country in the last act and whom I would not | Gaiatea— 80 I'ma woman ! 
cheery, upright philosophy and the magnetism | have cried over had he died a good deal sooner. | Pygmalion— There’s no doubt of that. 


Galatea— Ob! happy maid, to be so passing fair, 
And happier still Pygmalion, who can gaze 
At will upon so beautiful a face ! 

Pyqmalion—Hush, Galatea ! in thine innocence 






All through the play I had a morbid longing to 
see Dunc Nelson, who loves a lively fight, get 
at him with four ounce gloves and knock the 
kink out of his neck and make him look at 
the audience for once if he had to hold him 
over the footlights by the collar, Dune did 
not get a chance at him or he would have done 
it, too. He is a relic of the old New York 
Volunteer Fire Brigade, one of the Bowery 
boys, and was a good-hearted rowdy whom the 
gallery could not helpadmiring. Gus Williams 
sang several songs, and was repeatedly en- 
cored. He sings well, but again his face does 
the most of it. 


of his personality. One feels that the world 
can hardly afford to lose Mr. Huston. Not a boy 
who studied under him but he influenced for 
the good, and though he was the strictest dis. 
ciplinarian that the writer ever experienced, I 
hardly think a pupil of his did not really love 
the man. With a fund of delightful humor he 
could make the driest subject interesting. A 
class on rules of syntax with Huston was more 
enjoyed than aclass on a most attractive and 
interesting subject with any other master. 
Syntax under his tuition acquired attractive 
and interesting phases before unknown, but it 
was as a teacher of literature that he shone 
most. The breadth and depth of his scholar- 
ship enabled him to place the salient points 
of whatever piece of literature might be under 
study, beforehis pupils. For the benefit of the 
boys, too, he would compare and summarize 
the piece with other literature, ancient and 
modern, and his tastes in modern literature 
were especially wide and comprehensive. One 
of his favorites among American story writers 
was Bret Harte, and that first and best 
volume of the California author, which is 
known as The Luck of Roaring Camp, was 
often brought forth on Friday afternoon's re- 
creation hour. He had one very excellent 
method of teaching trenchant and apt compo- 
sition, which contrasts nobly with the method 
especially taught to boarding school girls of 
encouraging the use of affected, grandiloquent 
and superabundant phrases. He would read 
aloud sucha story as the Outcasts of Porker 
Flat or Tennessee’s Pardner and instruct his 
class to write the story out in one hundred or 
one hundred and ten words. He, too, initiated 
the boys of the Collegiate Institute to the 
mysteries of Walt Whitman and to give us an 
insight into Whitman's peculiarities, we 
were instructed to parse and analyze some 
of his poetry. When Mr. Huston punished 
he was never guilty of half-measures. If 
a class of boys before coming under his control 
had acquired certain habits liable to seriously 
affect its general good order, he would spare no 
means to root them out, but he did not punish 
for trivial offences, and he would often correct 
with a couple of words of keen wit that were 
much more effective than a lengthy rebuke. A 
lady has spoken of him to me as “a blame- 
less man,” and it was in their conscious- 
ness of this fact, rather than any great 
things that he said, that his large and good 
influence over all who came in contact with 
him rested. 

In his off-hours, Mr. Huston was as attractive 
as when in his class-room. He was a good 
football player, and while he was principal of, 
the Pickering Quaker College he met with an 
accident during a game, which prevented his 
active participation in athletics thereafter. 
While he was English master at the Toronto 
Collegiate Institue, he was ever willing to 
act as referee in intercollegiate matches, and 
his decisions were always accurate. He had 
many merry reminiscences and stories to relate, 
although he was but a young man in the prime 
of life when he died. When he left Toronto in 
1888 and went to assume the principalship of 
Woodstock Baptist College, where he died in 
harness, he took hold of a school that was 
largely disorganized, as he had done before at 
Pickering ; and he speedily brought both into 
good shape. One sure method he had for de- 
tecting disorderly and night-wandering board- 
ers. He would go the rounds of the dormito- 
ries and feel the lamp chimneys, and when he 
touched a warm one he found a culprit. One 
remark of his to a class illustrates the attract- 
iveness of his address. Speaking of the poetry 
of things he said: *‘ When I was a boy and had 
to go off for the cows in the early morning, I 








Indeed, Pygmalion? Then is it wrong 
To think that one is exquisitely fair ? 
Pyogmalion—Well, Galatea, it is a sentiment 
Which every woman shares with thee, 


Galatea — 









































Galatea— And is thy wife as beautiful as 1? 
Pygmation—No, Galatea, for in forming thee 
I took her features—lovely in themselves— 
And in the marble made them lovelier still. 
Galatea— Oh, then, I’m rot original? 
The literary grace and finish of these line 














The musical man goes to the theater and 
gets a good seat. His object being to be seen 
rather than to see, he generally insists upon a 
seat next the aisle. When the orchestra com- 
mences to play he starts to perform. If the 
selection is old he frowns. If it is new he 
bends forward eagerly, as though he could 
drink in music like Blind Tom and play it over 
when he reaches home. He notices a break 
made by the second violin and turns toward 
him fiercely, but at once reverts attention to 
the snare drummer, who is shaking shot ina 
bottle and whose last charge somewhat scat- 
tered. Then he takes a programme, rolls it up 
into a wand and imitates the conductor. Wish- 
ing to vary his proceedings he drops his wand, 
but keeps time with his right foot, and then he 
sets his left one dancing to show that he is 
musical every bit and has not a Methodist leg 
about him. He puts his hand to the side of his 
head, spreads out his fingers and thrums his 
skull like the keyboard of a piano, occasionally 
darting one finger to the topof his head in 
pursuit of a high note, and then his fingers slip 
gently down the back of his neck as the tune 
dies away and is lost on the corduroy road of 
his spine. Quiet restored, he suddenly wheels 
around in his seat and looks anxiously at the 
door as though a long lost brother was billed 
toenter there at that identical second. Not 
seeing him he turns about and his eyes slowly 
wander back in search of the admiring crowd 
that had been enthralled by his performance. 
He is a most interesting specimen, but he only 
comes out to the theater occasionally. He 
would draw a full house if he were announced 
as an ttraction. MAcK. 





literature of the modern drama. 
There is considerable news of fresh play 





aan ates Galatea A eee as or Meee. so 








he will simply cross over Broadway to Palmer’ 


















Carre, the French playwrights. 


of original additions by his own pen. 
to the disbandment of the De Wolf Hoppe 






bas signed a contract to write a piece fo 










Glass), will be introduced to America nex 






Tanner as its chief actress. 







Madison has rewritten The Dear Little Sham 












Pitou Company, and it is nearly finished 







DRAMATIC NOTES, 


For the week of February 15 the Academy 
has booked two stars of the legitimate drama, 
R. D. Maclean and Marie Prescott. Their re- 
pertoire includes Spartacus, Othello, (with Miss 
Prescott as Iago) Cleopatra, Julius Cesar and 
other famous plays, 

Next week at the Grand the farce-comedy 
Jane will appear. It is said to be the cleverest 
of them all. The company is lead by Miss 
Jobnstone Bennett and is managed by Chas. 
Frohman, proprietor of All The Comforts of 
Home and Mr. Wilkinson’s Widows, two com- 
edies of which Jane is said to be the superior. 







Clay M. Greene. 






suitors. 







all the wrongs make up the plot. 








tunes, 
































flavor in the text is obvious. 


misunderstanding of a young married couple, 
Mr, Charles Roberts, the distinguished reader ; ¥ Z . . 


of New York. who is to appear here with Miss 
Jessie Alexander on February 9, has long been 
acknowledged as a peer in the elocutionary pro- 
fession of this continent. Of a recent reading 
in his own city the following tribute from the 
New York Tribune is significant: ‘ Mr. 
Roberts has a most melodious voice, strong, 
rich, resonant, sympathetic and capable of 
sounding the most delicate notes, and breath- 
ing forth an almost overwhelming volume of 


West. On last Friday night Helen Blythe, 
once of Daly’s, began a tour with a brand new 
play, The Wide, Wide World. The Honor- 
able Herbert, by C. Hadden Chambers, 
has reached Manager Daniel Frohman in 
manuscript. In London it caused diverse 
critical comment. The Princess of Erie, 
by Henry Guy Carleton, will be acted at 
the Boston Museum in afew weeks. Margaret 
Mather has discarded Joan of Arc for the re- 
maining weeks of the season, and is devoting 
many hours of rehearsal to The Egyptian, 
which, though promised as a new play, is only 
another version of The Hunchback of Notre 
Dame, Victor Hugo's spirited story. An earlier 


















































didn't like the dew at all. It was a nuisance, t ; 
and made my bare feet wet and cold. But now, orm of it, Quasimodo, was popular with male 
when I no longer have to run through grass in stars several decades ago. Rosina Vokes has 


bought a short play called Maid Marian, by 
Mollie Elliott Seawell. The story first ap 
peared in a magazine, and was then drama- 
tized by its authoress. Miss Seawell is not 
entirely a discovery of Miss Vokes’s, A play 
from her pen was performed in Washing- 


my bare feet, [can appreciate the poetry and 
beauty of the dew-drop.” 

William H. Huston was a Christian gentle- 
man, cultured, noble and strong, with a great, 
generous heart, and a big, loose-jointed frame, 
and it is difficult to realize that those eyes of 


his that could laugh more than another man’s ton S senton OF two agp, enn It was mot 
whole face, are closed forever. Would that brilliantly successful. A real novice in 
play writing is young Lorimer Stod- 


there were more men, more schoolmasters like 
him, It is impossible to estimate what good 
he might have done had he lived on for an- 
other term of years, as long as that allotted 
him and reached three-score years and ten. 
Therefore I say that the world can ill afford to 
lose W. H. Huston. TOUCHSTONE, 


dard, son of Richard Henry Stoddard, 
poet and critic of poets. Young Stoddard be- 
came an actor four or five years ago, and now 
he isin good demand as an impersonator of 
boys. Last week the Pitou company produced 
aone act play, Her First Love, by Stoddard. 
It is about a handsome man who barters his 
heart for gold. Harry Hine has purchased a 
new comedy, which is not at all farcical, and 
will engage a company for a test in a New 
York theater. Charles Frohman has acquired 
the American rights in Gloriana, a lively comic 
play which has won success at the London 
Globe. Richard Mansfield, while preparing to 
make knowa Emma V. Sheridan’s dramatiza- 
tion of Ten Thousand a Year, has changed the 
title of Don Juan to The Weather Vane, to 
permit minors to see the piece without know- 
ingly compromising themselves, In Miss 









































Whatever may happen to thee, it was pre- ’ 
pared for thee from ail eternity ; and the im- 3 
plication of causes was from eternity spinning | tone; and as he is impressive in demeanor, 
the thread of thy being, and of that which is| graceful in gesture, elegant in figure, and 
incident to it.—Marcus Aurelius. tasteful in his knowledge and interpretations 

Our opinions are not our own, but in the| of poetical literature, his entertainments 
power of sympathy. If a person tells us a| always.give great pleasure to audiences of re- 
palpable falsehood, we not only dare not con- | fined cultivation. The reading, on the present 
tradict him, but we dare hardly disbelieve him | occasion, was especially notable for its 
to his face. A lie boldly uttered has the effect | dramatic attributes. Mr. Roberts has steadily 
of truth for the instant.— Hazlitt. advanced along this line of development, 























TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


is an 
in embodying 
character. ° At the recital on Tuesday next Mr. 
Roberts will give his original arrangement of 
Owen Meredith’s Aux Italiens with orchestral 
accompaniment, and with Miss Alexander will 
appear in two scenes from standard plays. 
Altogether this promises to be the elocutionary 


Subscriptions will be received on the following terms : trip as he comes in the Nordheimer’s. 
EMRE Cedien vas i veewa ceteaees (44sec kt 82 00 wed door and try to hang - When Mr. Gilbert formed his partnership 
Se IE vig din 0.ne desc stdcde giteccorvers 160 his hat where there is with Sullivan, he was already known as a 
Three Months......00++seeseeseserseesers - no nail; nor does he smoke a great German | . ito, of plays, though he was considered 
Delivered in Toronto, 50c. per annum extra. pipe, but in defiance of all the traditions of rather as a witty and deft rbymester than as a 
Advertising rates made known on application at the busi | German comedy represents himself as a man playwright. But if success be a test of drama- 
ness office. who can’t smoke, He doesn’t keep a red hand- tic skill, the author of Pygmalion and Galatea 
THE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO. (Lrp.), Propr’s. | kerchief in his hat, and does not even sit down must rank high among dramatists. There are 


lines in that piece which are as bright as any- 
thing that scribe ever penned, Take Galatea’s 


Thou sayest things that others would reprove. 


They thiok it, but they keep it to themselvee. 


are as neat as anything we have in the light 


which are positively to get before the public. 
When John Drew goes from Daly to Frohman 


and the comedy in which he is to appear there 
on October 1 is being written by Bisson and 
In making an 
Americanized version of L’Amoureuse, the 
French piece to succeed Nancy and Company, 
Augustin Daly has adopted the novel and pro- 
mising plan of having four translations made 
by four men, and his own version will embody 
the best points in these transfers, with plenty 
Owing 


opera company at the end of the winter season, 
the production of an opera written for him by J. 
Cheever Goodwin will be deferred, and Goodwin 


Francis Wilson. Husband and Wife, a farcical 
comedy of domestic intrigue, by two English 
authors (one ef whom wrote As In a Looking 


season by Managers Sinn and French, who 
combine on this venture, which will have Cora 
A Sims-Buchanan 
melodrama, The Trumpet Call, will be acted at 
the big Boston Theater week after next. Marie 


rock, which is likely to be tried in its new 
form before long, and has completed a new 
drama, Circumstantial Evidence. Martha Mor- 
ton has a commission for a new play for the 


Kate Claxton has added to her repertory 
within the past ten days Blackberry Farm, by 
Miss Claxton impersonates a 
country widow whose hand is sought by three 
A murder, a mistaken accusation, 
a false imprisonment, and a final righting of 
Katie Put- 
nam has tried in the far West a melodrama 
called An Unclaimed Express Package, by C. 
Wallace Walters, who wrote Keppler’s For- 
The Last Straw, which has been acted 
by the Pitou company, is not new, being only a 
new version of L’Ariicle 23rd. The adapter is 
Frederick Horner of London, and the English 
Nevertheless, the 
comedy, which hinges on the trivial domestic 


seems to have gained considerable favor in the 


























































































































































Sheridan's play the actress-playwright herself 
will not appear. A Night Off, the Daly version 
of a Von Schonthau farce, is soon to be used in 
provincial England by a traveling company. 
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Art and Artiste. 


HIS week the Woman’s 

: Art Club have been hold- 
ing a very successful ex- 
hibition in their new 
quarters in the Canada 
Life Building. . The ex 
hibit is large and shows 
a 4 a steady improvement on 
the last exhibition. “Some of the smaller pieces 
are of especial excellence and considering the 
fact that the majority of the exhibitors are 
amateurs, the Woman’s Art Club deserve much 
congratulation for the uniform good quality of 
their exhibit. Mrs. G. A. Reid has sent a 
couple of delightful little pictures, Nos, 2 and 3, 
Roses in Antique Vase and Bridge and Brook, 
and the smaller pictures of the president, Mrs, 
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Dignam, are some of them very pretty. They 
include Nos. 8 and 12, A Hillside Road and 
Passing Clouds. A Meadow Stream, No. 13, 
by Miss McConnell, is a good little pic- 
ture; Miss Ida Edwards has a clever study 
of Lemons, No. 11; Miss M. Ansley Sul- 
livan's Sunlight, No. 7, is cleverly handled ; 
Chrysanthemums, No. 54, by Miss Helen Sten- 
nett, is well done, and Miss Boultbee’s portrait 
in oil, No. 43, is of great excellence, I noticed 
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several flower studies in water colors of 
especial excellence. They included No. 39, 
Yellow Roses, hy Miss E. M. Scott, No. 41, 
Pansies, by Miss Myra Spafford, and No. 47, 
Nasturtiums, by Miss Millicent Grayson Smith. 
Miss L. Graeme Ware shows exceptional skill 
in clay mcdeling. Her portrait bust of a child 
is agood likeness and well poised. Miss C. D. 
Osler exhibits a carved chest of great beauty 
of workmanship and some fair etchings. 
Others who have good work displayed are 
Miss Daisy Clark, Miss Lamont, Mrs. F. P. 
Campbell, Miss Drummond, the Misses Orr, 
Lennox, Denison, Bertram, Armstrong, Fisher, 
and Mrs, W. D. Gregory. 
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I heard a good story this week about two 
Canadian artists. Mr. James Graham of Mon- 
treal is a clever artist, but is of somewhat 


saturnine temperament, and it is particulari 

distressing to him when he is out after land- 
scapes to have a semi-circle of yokels looking 
over his shoulders and asking him questions 
about things. One summer day he sallied 
forth into the country with Mr. Car] Abrens of 
Toronto. The country was singularly free 
from natives that day, tnd the pair were not 
bothered much, But at last a yokel of liberal 
proportions and turnip breath took up his 
stand behind Ahrens and untiringly plied 









































































that inoffensive artist with fool ques- 
tions. Mr. Ahrens stood it as long as he 
could. Then he attempted diplomacy. 
“Do you see that artist over there?” 


he remarked casually. ‘ Well. he’s one of the 
cleverest artists in Canada.” And so proceeded 
to draw such glowing accounts of Mr. Grabam 
as to awaken the liveliest interest of the 
countryman, and presently the latter started 
off to take up his stand at Mr. Graham's back. 
Mr. Abrens waited with jovous anticirations 
to see the yokel incontinently fired. But all 
was quiet in Graham’s direction, and in about 
a quarter of an hour the interested countryman 
came wandering back. Curiosity overcame 
Mr. Ahrens’ impatience and he inquired: 

** Well. did he call you a d——d feol?” 
a No; didn’t say a word all the time I was 

ere. 


** Didn't sav he would wipe you off the face 
of the earth?” 

o No ” 

"= os say you were an nquisitive ass? 

“ee o.” 

“Well, I’m going over to see Jim: there 
man be something the matter with him to 

ay.” 

The countryman was puzzled, but he con- 
cluded to go away and unravel the mystery of 
Mr. Ahrens’ words in solitude. CHAD, 








































































An Eastern Idyl. 


For Saturday Night. 


T came to the temple, 
I bow’d me there lowly, 
At eve to the temple, 
In soft twilight glow. 
I prayed to Jehovah ; 
‘* Wilt thou make me holy, 
Thy love would I feel, 
Of thy wiedom I'd know !” 
Whilst thus [ was praying, 
No idle thoughts straying, 
An echo I heard like the voice of a dove ; 
Far above and alone, 
Through the arches of stone, 
On the arches of stone 
It dwelt and it died. 
“Tis an angel I know, 
'Tis an angel,” I cried. 
‘Some spirit hath come 
On a mission ¢ f love.” 
The clear silvery gleaming of moonlight came streaming, 
Through the tall carven portal that stretched far above, 
And as it fell o’er me I rose and before me 
A maiden £0 fair scarce trembling stood there. 


Her veiled face shone in light that was golden, not bright - 


Purest pearl of great price ! 

Was there ever like this, 

Such symmetry rare 

In the temple of bliss! 

And I cried ** Who art thou? O woman divire,”’ 

And the voice cf the echo responded “ I'm thine.” 
W. A. Surrwoorn, 





Smoke Wreaths. 
(Fiom My Old Brier-Root) 





For Saturday Night. 
By the cosy fireside sitting, 
While the emoke is wreathing rcund me, 
Memory’s golden chain bas bound me 
To the hours of long ago. 
In the clouds that curl above me, 
Faces float of those that love me ; 
Visions pass jike phantoms flitting 
Of the friends I used to know. 


Welcome gueats, I give you greeting, 
Though your visit be as fleeting 

As the smoke wreaths rising there ; 
Press around me in my dreaming, . 
Still be near though vain and seeming 
Born to die in empty air. 


Misty spirite, welcome ever, 
Faithful friends that cannot sever 
A communion ead yet sweet. 

Still I'll see thy faces emiling, 
Weary lonely hours beguiling 


Fate’s culd hand may yet bereave us, 

Of our dearest ; hope deceive us ; 

Fortune slight us, friends forget. 

These shall ever round us clinging, 

Be kind angele comfort bringing, 

Till our little sun ehall set. Ww. HL 


Little Giffen of Tennessee. 





Out cf the focal and foremost fire. 
Out of the hoepital-ward as dire, 
Smitten of grape-eshot and gangrene 
(Eighteenth battle and he sixteen !) 
Spectre such as we seldom see, 
Little Giffen, of Tennessee. 


“Take him—and welcome,” the surgeon said ; 
**Much your doctor can help the dead |!” 

And so we took him and brought him where 
The balm was sweet on the summer air ; 

And we laid him down on a wholesome be d— 
Utter Lazarus, heel to head |! 


Weary war with the bated breath, 
Skeleton boy against skeleton death. 
Months of torture, how many such ? 
Weary weeks of the stick and crutch ! 
Still a glint in the steel blue eye 
Spoke of the spirit that would not die. 


And didn’t ! nay, more! in death's despite 
The crippled skeleton learned to write ! 

“ Dear mother,” at first, of course ; and then, 
** Dear captain ’—inquiring about ‘‘the men.’” 
Captain’s answer—‘' Of eighty and five 

Giffen and I are left alive!” 


** Johneton’s pressed at the front, they say |” 
Little Giffen was up and away. 

A tear—bis first—as he bade good-bye, 

Dimmed the glint of his steel-blue eye ; 

“I'll write, if spared.” There was news of a fight, 
But none of Giffen—he did not write ! 


I sometimes fancy that were I King 
Of the princely kn'ghte of the Golden Ring, 
With the song of the minstrel in mine ear, 
And the tender legend that trem bles here, 
I'd give the best on hie bended knee, 
The whitest soul of my chivalry, 
For little Giffen, of Tennessee |! 
Francis O. TickNoR 


Paderewski. 





I was not greatly moved by any ekill, 
But only heard the music rise and fall 
In perfect rhythm, till softly over all 
A wavering dream-pause swept ; so light and still 
The changing measure grew, it seemed to fill 
Each darkened corner of that perfect room 
With perfume of the white acacia bloom ; 
While thought, unloosed, strayed at its wanton wilh 
A shadow on the threshold fell ; a face 
Remembered long, gleamed at the open door, 
And noiselessly across the polished floor 
She glided to the old accustomed place. 
I felt a tender breath, and then, ah, then, 
I wept, and bade him play the theme again ! 
Epna. A. Foster. 





Waiting. 





Serene I fold my bands and wait, 
Nor care for wind, nor tide, nor sea ; 
I rave no more ‘gainst time or fate, 
For lo! my own shall come to me. 


1 stay my haste, I make delays ; 
For what avails this eager pace ? 
I stand amid the eternal ways, 
And what is mine shall know my face. 


Asleep, awake, by night or day, 
The friends I seek are seeking me ; 
No wind can drive my bark astray, 
Nor change the tide of destiny. 


What matter if I stand alone ? 
I wait with joy the coming years ; 
My heart shall reap where it has sown, 
And garner up ite fruit of tears. 


The waters know their own, and draw 

The brook that springs in yonder heights 
So flows the good with equal law 

Unto the soul of pure delights. 


Yon floweret nodding in the wind 
Ie ready plighted to the bee ; 

And, maiden, why that look unkind’ 
For lo! thy lover seeketh thee. 


The stare come nightly to the eky, 
The tidal wave unto the sea; 
Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor high, 
Can keop my own away from me. 
Joun Burroren 


| 
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Between You and Me. 


| AE postman brought 
me a trans-Atlantic 
journal one day 


lately, from the 
land of the kan- 
garoo, and as I 


looked inquisitively 
over its columns, 
and noticed the 
4) strange looking 
names and peculiar 
advertisements, I 

came to a dead halt at the following: 

DISENGAGED. 
HE marriage arranged between Mies May Gartner and 
Mr. J. A. Robertson will now NOT take place. 

I had a stare and a hearty laugh at it, especially 
at the last emphatic use of Roman capitals. 
What blood must have been on the moon, as 
the furious suitor, or the spiteful rival, or the 
cruel parent penned those speaking lines !— 
Ow-wow! Poor Miss May Gartner! I can’t 
help pitying her, tor she is theone to be con- 
doled with, if only for the disagreeable connec- 
tion in which she figures in this advertising 
column of the Australian society, paper. Was 
she.too naughty or too nice for Mr. J. A. 
Robertson? or was it only the flash of spite 
from a fiery quarrel which sent this awful an- 
nouncement into the papers? and will they 
patch it up, and do it overagain, with the NOT 

left out, and will the neighbors laugh ? 

* 





I make no apology for clipping this paragraph 
for it seems tome perfect in conception and 
sentiment : ‘“‘ A golden wedding recently cele-' 
brated was unique in that all the descendants 
of the bride and groom of fifty years ago were 
alive and present, and the occasion was that 
also of the marriage of* a favorite grand- 
daughter, who was named for her grand- 
mother, and strikingly resembled a fine por- 
trait of her ancestress painted when she was 
the same age as the young bride, The cele- 
bration was at the home of the oldest daughter, 
and the youthful bride was her youngest child; 
and there were present only relatives and very 
dear friends, including a lady and gentleman 
who ‘stood up’ with the elder couple. The 
decorations were white and gold chrysanthe- 
mums, yellow roses, and white hyacinths, 
the chrysanthemums formed into garlands 
tied at intervals by gold-colored ribbon, 
which were held by eight grandchildren, 
four boys and four girls, and formed an aisle 
down the parlors through which the unique 
bridal party passed to an improvised altar 
formed entirely of yellow and white chrys- 
anthemums. Three great-grandchildren ‘led 
the procession, first a boy, in a page’s dress of 
white and gold satin and carrying a golden 
crook, then two tiny maidens in quaint, short- 
waisted, long-skirted gowns of yellow India 
silk, with wreaths of white roses on their 
golden heads, therthe grandmother in gold 
and white brocade, supported by the young 
groom, and lastly the young bride, in pure 
white, with her grandfather. When they 
reached the altar the grandparents joined the 
hands of the young people, and then stood at 
the right of them, with their great grand- 
children, during the ceremony, the parents of 
the bride and groom standing at the left, 
Both couples stood under interwined hearts of 
white and gold chrysanthemums to receive the 
loving congratulations that followed, and it 
was a difficult question to decide which was 
the more lovely, the white-haired matron or 
the golden-haired young bride.” 


A correspondent thanks me for the idea of 
the Rhymsters Game, and says she wants some 
more ideas for smart people’s amusement at 
her house. Well, my dear Psyche, have a 
riddle party ; the cards are prepared with as 
many lines as guests, and both ave numbered. 
Each guest must contribute a riddle either 
original or not well known. Such can be found 
in numbers in old magazines. The guests in 
turn state their riddles, and after five minutes 
have been allowed for stating and guessing, 
(less if the party be large) the cards with what- 
ever answers are supposed correct written on 
them are handed in, counted, corrected and the 
pr'zes distributed. The prizes are often books, 
but may be anything within the means of the 
hostess. At a very lovely riddle party the 
gentleman’s prize was a fine copy of Stockton’s 
Lady or the Tiger? and the lady’s an equally 
fine one of What Shall He Do With it? while 
the boobies rejoiced in linen books of child-lore 
and ABC's. Sometimes the booby penalty is 
in the form of a forfeit, and the booby must 
sing, read, recite or tell a story. It is often 
discovered by this graceful arrangement that 
a booby at guessing is not necessarily devoid 
of other and superior gifts. 

a 


St. Valentine’s Day is coming and as the 
foolish body is not yet extinct on the earth, 
valentines wili be bought and sent. But to 
those who want something novel and accept- 
able to send to some pretty and well loved 
woman, I suggest the Cupid Almanac. It is 
made of twelve heart-shaped cards, hand- 
painted with suggestive decorations for each 
month, A tiny calendar (which may becut from 
any almanac) is pasted in the center of each 
card, and the edges are gilded. A hole is 
punched near the top of each half heart and a 
twoinch wide ribbon of any delicate shade 
drawn through and tied in a soft bow knot. A 
small ring is sown on the ribbon behind the 
bow for hanging up by, and the result is ex- 
tremely pretty. A suitable quotation, daintily 
inscribed on each page, is also an ornament. 

a 


“Well, Queen Victoria smokes and smokes 
awful hard,” said a smail newsboy the other 
day, in answer to a lecture from a zealous anti- 
smoker. The pious man inaignantly demanded 
how he dared so libel the good lady. ‘“ Libel 
nothin’, Yere’s the piece about it!” and he 
read from a scrap of printed paper: ‘ Queen 
Victoria’s Pipe, which has consumed more to- 
bacco than the costers of London in the past 
twenty vears, is to be abolished.” ‘‘ Now, then, 
don’t she smoke? and she has a right to, if she 
likes,” deflantly added the small boy, turning 
his cigarette in his lips, ‘‘ Who’s agoing to 
abolish her pipe? Ain’t she the Queen?” It 
took some time to explain to the small voter- 
elect that the Queen’s Pipe is that great fur- 
nace where the contraband tobacco seized by 


the customs officers is cremated. Only the 






















































prisons and lunatic asylums ; the indifferent 
fumigates the public plant and green-houses. 
And the story that this furnace is to be abol- 
ished is not a fact, for it has turned out that 
the old furnace is worn out and is simply to be 


replaced by a new one. 
* 


The girls and I thought we had started the 
fashion mentioned below when we went with 
our campchairs to the Patti concert, but I 
don’t think we can boast of the patience of our 
fair compatriots, Just read what they did in 
order tobe the first to enter the pit of the 
Lyceum theater for the opening performance of 
Henry VIII: “I anda friend went with our 
camp stools and took our places next the door 
at ten o’clock in the morning. We were pro- 
vided witha volume of Harper’s Magazine, 
a sketch-book, writing-paper, and a fountain 
pen, caricatures of Henry Irving, and much 
patience, A newspaper spread under the feet, 
and a Japanese muff warmer, with sandwiches 
and a bottle of wine, kept us comfortable. Two 
ladies were the next comers, and shortly a 
crowd began to collect. Real amusing it was, 
but not very elegant. After about two hours 
Mr. Bram Stoker came and had a look at us, 
said the barrier should be put up, and cheered 
our hearts by telling us that tea would be 
served from the neighboring saloon (public 
house).” However did they put in those long 
ten hours? Lapy Gay. 
2 


Individualities. 


The Archduchess Stephanie of Austria has 
published a profusely illustrated volume en- 
titled Travels in the Tyrol. 


George Kennan, the Russian and Siberian 
traveler, is one of the best telegraph operators 
in the country, using either hand equally well. 


Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnett is said to be 
writing a new play, which will first be re- 
hearsed in London, and then brought to this 
country. 


George du Maurier’s failing eyesight is given 
as the reason why he has ceased to contribute 
cartoons to Punch. He is said to be planning 
to enter the lecture field. 


Rosa Bonheur is to give the world her p’c- 
torial idea of the last of the wild Indians of 
America. She made her studies from the Wild 
West Show while that combination was in 
Paris. 


The staff of nurses at the Sarah Acland 
Home, Oxford, have presented to Mrs. Liddell, 
the wife of the retiring canon, a silver card- 
case in memory of her long connection with the 
home. 

The Woman's Liberal Society of England, 
headed by Mrs. Gladstone, has a membership 
of about 100,000, and ‘he Primrose League is 
even larger. The women of England take a 
keen and active interest in politics. 


Annie R. Chittenden of Osceola, Iowa, has 
patented a road cart which is designed to sup- 
port the weight of the occupants on the axle, 
relieving the animal of all strain and obviating 
the disagreeable jar frequently found in carts 
as now constructed. 


Another marriage between an American girl 
and a Chinese is chronicled. The bride, Jose- 
phine Neely, is the niece of a Presbyterian 
clergyman, and the groom is a tea merchant, a 
naturalized American, anda Christian con- 
vert. His name is James D. Bruce. 


Mrs. Amelie Rives-Chanler has a French art 
teacher at her country home in Virginia. It is 
her intention to divide her time equally be- 
tween art and literary work, devoting six 
months of the year to her brush and six to her 
pen. She aspires especially to excel in portrait 
painting. 


Mrs. Virginia Thompson, who has served as 
Postmistress of Louisville under five presi- 
dents, is a daughter of the Alexander Camp- 
bell who founded that faith variously known 
as the “‘ Christian” or ‘‘Campbellite” church. 
Mrs. Thompson is a handsome woman, about 
fifty years of age. 

Miss Alice Longfellow, the poet’s eldest 
daughter, bears a marked resemblance to her 
father in eyes and in expression. With her 
uncle, she lives in the old homestead at Cam- 
bridge, Massachusetts. On either side of this 
are the homes of the poet’s two married daugh- 
ters—Mrs. Dana and Mrs. Thorpe. 


An American girl, Amelia Louisa Groll of 
Cleveland, who is perhaps better known by her 
stage name of Rita Elandi, recently sang be- 
fore Queen Victoria in Cavalieria Rusticana, 
and was rewarded by the gift of a diamond 
bracelet. Miss Groll has been abard student, 
and has won success by steady effort. 





Princess Dagmar of Denmark stood at the 
bedside of the dying Czarewitch of Russia, to 
whom she was shortly to have been married. 
The czarewitch placed her hand in that of his 
brother Alexander, who upon his death would 
become heir to the Russian throne, and be- 
trothed them. Princess Dagmar is now Em.- 
press of Russia. 


The Athens Life saving Society has dec:eed 
the presentation of the great golden medallion 
to Prince George of Greece for his bravery in 
saving the life of a young naval officer. The 
sail-boat of the latter was upset in the harbor 
of Athens, and the Prince went out alone ina 
little row-boat, and rescued the officer from his 
dangerous position on the bottom of his over- 
turned craft. 


Abbas Bey, the new Khedive of Egypt, will 
not come of age until July, when he will be 
eighteen years old. He has been thoroughly 
educated, and speaks English, French, and 
German. The last three years he has passed at 
the Oriental Academy in Vienna, but during 
the earlier part of his boyhood he went to 
Egyptian schools, where he mixed in a demo- 
cratic way. with boys of lower social rank. 


President and Madame Carnot set aside six 
thousand dollars at Christmas time to be 
divided among three hundred newly made 
widows. Madame Carnot’s offerings consisted 
of bundles of clothes, carefully selected with a 
view to the requirements of the families for 
whom they were intended; and to avoid loss 
of time, and also to guard against rousing the 
curiosity of the neighbors, the parcels were sent 
by express, 


refuse, though, for the good is given to convict 
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"Varsity Chat. 


ms NOTHER of our brilliant gradu- 
ae ates has passed away, Mr. T. B. 
P. Stewart, B.A., LL.B. While 
traveling last summer in Switzer- 
land he met with a slight accident 
and had to seek medical treat- 
ment, He recovered sufficiently to reach 
Toronto, but new complications set in, and the 
immediate causes of his death were an anuerism 
of the left hip joint complicated with a stroke 
of paralysis and heart disease. Mr. Stewart 
was of a quiet and retiring disposition, but was 
very popular among those who knew him, In 
the stirring Literary Society elections of 1886 
he was elected first vice-president of the 
society. During his undergraduate days he 
visited Europe for a year, and on returning 
graduated in arts with the class of 1888, The 
students of his time frequently referred to him 
as “the poet,” and his poetical writings were 
of such merit as to warrant the use of the title 
given him. After graduating in arts he took 
the new law course, and at the same time pur- 
sued his studies at Osgoode Hall for certificate 
of fitness as a solicitor and call tothe bar. He 
completed his law courses in June last. He 
was but twenty-seven years of age, and of him 
it can be truly said that he gave promise of hbe- 
coming distinguished in literature. 
* 









































D. Phillips; Minister of Customs, Mr. C. A. 
Moss ; Minister of Inland Revenue, Mr. H. J. 
Sissons; Minister of Railways and Canals, Mr. 
DeW. Fry ; Postmaster-General, Mr. J. A. Mc- 
Arthur ; Secretary of State, Mr. J. P. Doherty ; 
Solicitor-General, Mr. F. H. Richardson. 


The late Mr. William Huston, M.A., Princi- 
pal of Woodstock College, was one of our 
graduates. JUNIOR, 

—_—__ oe ____ 


Old Age. 


For Saturday Night. 
Let us be kind to the old folks, 
Who are going down hill so fast ; 
Let us cheer and brighten their old hearts 
With sympathy, thoughtfulness, love. 


How I love their sweet quivering voices, 

The dear faces now wrinkled and worn, 
Those eyes once bright with youth’s gladness, 
Now dulled with sorrow and time. 


So let us be kind to the old folks, 
Let us lighten the burden of age, 
With several flowers of gratitude, kindness 
Bringing peace, hope and joy to their hearts. 
E. E. 





Osgoode Notes. 





Prof. Alexander presided at the public meet- 
ing of the Modern Language Club this week, 
when Canadian Authors were discussed, A 
reporter on acity paper informs me that he 
called near the close of the meeting and asked 
one of the students present to give him a few 
facts regarding the proceedings. ‘‘ Well,” said 
the student, ‘‘ Prof. Alexander gave a brief 


HE annual meeting of the Lit- 
erary Society was held last 
Saturday evening in Convoca- 
tion Hall, the president in 
the chair. Congratulations 
on the success of the ball were 
freely indulged in. The wear- 


C. Henderson ; Minister of Finance, Mr. A. T. 
Boles; Minister of Marine and Fisheries, Mr. 
B. Woods; Minister of Fublic Works, Mr. J. 


















natural sciences. 


of what was set forth in the latter. 


prevail, and then another. 


democratic and aristocratic 


privileges. 
aristocracy of talent and merit. 
of the sober, modest, respectable type. 
were the aristocratic conservatives. In opposi- 
tion to this class were those who believed in 
the rule of the humbler classes. Democracy 
with them meant jealousy of the upper classes. 
Some of the politicians of Athens were slaves 
to party, and although not personaily selfish 
they had to prove their allegiance to party to 
practice treachery. The theory that ‘every 
man has his price” for a time also held sway. 


Mr. H. C. Aylwin, at the meeting of the 
Wycliffe College Literary Society last week, 
read an essay on Snobs. Violin and piano 
solos were rendered by Mr. A. E. McLaughlin 
and Mr. R. F. Nye, respectively, and Mr. W. H. 
Cronyn was the reader for the evening. The 
subject for debate was: ‘“ Resolved, that in 
the interpretation of Scripture private judg- 
ment on the part of the laity should be dis- 
countenanced.” The speakers for the affirma- 
tive were Messrs. A. H. Lea and R. O'Malley; 
and forthe negative Messrs. S. H. Gould and 
W. M. Boultbee. Rev. A. H. Baldwin acted as 
critic. The debate was decided in favor of the 
negative. Mr. W. C. Shaw has been appointed 
to represent the college at the Trinity ‘‘Con- 
versat.” on February 11. 

* 


Rev. Principal Caven of Knox College has 
gone to visit the Holy Land, 


Prof. James G. Hume, M.A., Ph.D., ad. 
dressed the Y. M. C., A. last week. 


Miss Cross and Miss Mason read capital 
papers last week on Rent at the meeting of the 
Political Science Association of '94. 


At the last meeting of the Canadian History 
Referendum, papers were read by Mr. W. E. 
McPherson and Mr. D. B. James. The former 
dealt with the reports presented by Sir Francis 
Bond Head to the British Government on 
Canadian affairs, and the latter dealt with the 
report of the Legislative Assembly of Upper 
Canada regarding the position “taken by the 
United States during the Canadian rebellion of 
1837, and also as to the correctness of the state- 
ments made in Lord Durham’s report. Great 
interest is being taken in Canadian constitu- 
tional history at the University, and these 
papers were attentively listened to and well 


received. * 


Mr, E. Ff. Ball at the meeting of the Engin- 
eering Society of the School of Practical 
Science, on Tuesday, explained and illustrated 
the method now used on the Lehigh Valley 
Railroad of calculating the quantities involved 
in the earthworks. 


Mr. J. A. MeLeam, 92, ex-editor-in-chief of 
the 'Varsity, bas returned to lectures after 
struggling in the country for weeks with an 
attack of the grippe. 


In mock parliament the Literary and Scien- 
tific Society on Friday of last week discussed 
the Speech from the Throne, which recom- 
mended the establishment of a legal working 
day of eight hours, a plebiscite on the question 
of prohibition, the abolition of French as an 
official language, and placing the appointment 
of senators in the hands of the Lieut.-Governors 
in Council]. The following were the members of 
the Ministry: Premier and President of the 
Council, Mr, J. A. Cooper ; Minister of Justice, 
Mr. E. B. Horne; Minister of Agriculture, Mr. 
D. C. Roas; Minister of Militia and Defence, 
Mr. V. A. Sinclair; Minister of Interior, Mr. 




















biological sketch of three Canadian writers,” 
The newspaper man thought the student had 
madea “slip of the tongue” and gave him 
another chance, but the word ‘“* biological” 
was again used. This man must surely take 


Prof. Hutton delivered a most entertaining 
philosophical and instructive public lecture on 
Saturday last on Phases of Athenian Politics, 
In his opening sentences he said that those 
who placed the columns of the London Times 
before the historical writings of Thucydiaes 
forgot that the former contained but an echo 
Grote, he 
said, read the politics of Athens in the light of 
those of England, and vice versa; it was indeed 
surprising how the characteristics of the poli- 
tical life of England resembled those of Athens. 
The lecturer then proceeded to show how at 
one time a certain idea of government would 
There seemed ina 
general way to be action and reaction of the 
idea. Among 
Athenian statesmen were men who dreamed of 
a State in which there would be no class 
The only aristocracy would be an 
Others were 
They 








ers of the black and white 
have many reasons for feeling 
a lively pride in the past, and a cheerful con- 
fidence in the future. Our football team are 
the champions of Canada. Our hockey team is 
reaching with a most praiseworthy persistence 
for the first place on the ice, and our ba!] is 
generally conceded to have beea the event of 
the season. Mr. McNamara sang The Long- 
shoreman in first-class style, but the Glee Club 
failed to respond, as their instructor, Mr. E. 
W.Schuch and several members are in the 
hands of all-conquering “grip.” The debate on 
the Single Tax was a most animated one. The 
little band of single taxers, which last-year con- 
sisted of one man, Mr. G. J. Ashworth, was 
this year strengthened by some notable addi- 
tions, particularly Messre. Cross, Cook and 
Hines, and stood nobly to its cans, although 
assaulted from all sides with all sorts of argu- 
mentation weapons, from the aboriginal boom- 
erang of the caliow first-year man, to the Thun- 
der Bolt of the full-fledged barrister, the assault 
being led by Mr. J. W. Anderson, seconded by 
Messrs. Lamport, McGhie, Ferguson, White 
and others, but still the little phalanx who had 
**seen the cat” held out till finally, as the sun 
went down over the well fought field (11 30 
p.m.), the debate was adjourned by general 
consent till next week. 


The Ball Committee has not yet reported, 
but it is understood that the financial state- 
ment will show that both ends meet. 


The lectures have been demoralized for the 
last week or two owing to grip getting hold of 
Messrs. Reeve, Armour and Drayton, but we 
are pleased to see that they are around again. 


There was a “mew” heard Guring one of the 
lectures to the second year class last week, and 
it isshrewdly suspected that behind the “mew” 
there was a “mewl.” The same mule and 
several of his fellows have lately armed them- 
selves with catapults and are making life a 
burden to the unfortunate occupants of the 
front seats. LEX. 


A Lucky Neighborhood. 


'NNHE recent wedding 
of a pretty day- 
governess to a young 
lawyer of wealth and 
some distinction has 
drawn attention to a 
most curious fact. It 
appears that the same 
boarding-house from 
which this charming 
nas but impecunious bride 
went forth to a luxurious home, has furnished 
financially poor wives for six rich husbands. 
Not allin aday or amonth, but during the 
past two years love and fortune have crossed 
the portals of this very modest hotel half a 
dozen times to crown hard-working, worthy 
young women with their hearts’ desires, 
’ There is nothing the genial landlady loves 
better than to tell of how each individual 
courtship and marriage came about. 

The first girl, she says, was rather a famous 
beauty, without a cent of money beyond the 
bare support her father earned as a down-town 
clerk. The daughter served as private secre- 
tary to two very smart leaders of New York's 
Four Hundred, and for her discretion, clever- 
ness and sweet temper was much petted and 
brought forward socially. Her patrons, with 
true womanly instinct, manceuvred in the 
matrimonial market, landed a prize, and as- 
sisted their profegee to an enviable establish- 
ment. 

The second young lady, a friend of the first, 
took part in the festivities attendant on Num- 
ber One's nuptials, and within a year was mar- 
ried to the bridegroom’s best man. The third 
girl met her fate while giving singing lessons 
in a rich brewer's family; and before the 
boarding-house gossips had time to turn this 
morsel of news on their tongues. she was 
wedded end away on a long European tour. 

The fourth heroine was one of the plainest, 
most insignificant little creaturcs imaginable, 
who lived with her invalid mother on the top 
floor of the house, always dressed in black, and 
worked day and night at her pen to keep up 
the appearances their former social position 
demanded. Everyone had.a tender, admiring 
feeling for the depressed-looking scribbler, who 
never talked about herself, and seemed far too 
gentle to write the sharp criticisms and witty 
editorials that amused the boarders every 
morning at breakfast. They all suspected her 
of compiling tracts, or grinding ouc filling for 
Sunday-school papers. Nor were they unde- 
ceived until she failed to fill her rlace at dinner 
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one night, and the smiling proprietress told, 
with due elaboration, how she had that very 
day at noon married the editor-in chief of a 
rich Western paper—a deserving man, who dis- 
covered her superior worth as both journalist 
and wife, 

By this time the amiable, well-bred lodgers 
had become exhausted by so many sudden 
shocks of a matrimonial nature, and deter- 
mined never to allow themselves to be so sur- 
prised again. As a committee of the whole, 
they watched and waited, and were shortly re- 
warded by the frankest love-making ever seen, 

This time it was their landlady’s only daugh- 
ter, one of the P——s of Virginia, Miss Miriam, 
who held her hea@*as' loftily, entertaining her 
mother’s boardéts,'as though each high-priced 
patron was a guest of ante bellum days, on her 
grandfather s far-famed. Roanoke plantation. 


Jifig : 





She was a peppery little Southerner, pretty, 
petite, and sharp as a brier if twitted about 
war issues ; always.a,trifle shy of New Eng- 
landers; when teased; vowed she would die a 
maid before taking the best Yankee name this 
side of Mason and Dixon's line. 

The man from’ Maine, a big ship builder, 
came and stayed, and conquered the high- 
headed Virginian’s prejudices and affections 
together. They both fell head over ears in 
love inside of a week, spooned openly without 
shame or reserve, and no one in the family 
could make the Southerner blush for all the 
oaths and protestations she had repudiated. 
The whole household took the liveliest sort of 
interest in the wooing; the women gave their 
advice concerning the trowsseau; every one 
donated liberal wedding gifts, and threw rice 
and slippers after the blissful and newly united 
antipathies. 

The sixth match in this interesting series 
scarcely stirred a ripple of excitement upon 
the romantic minds of the boarders, possibly 
owing to the fact that the bride was really 
engaged before becoming an inmate, and so 
scarcely one of the family. 

The story that came out afterward was 
rather nice, all about arich uncle, a will, and 
conditions forcing the heir to marry according 
to the deceased’s wishes. To be sure, the 
bridegroom was the bride’s second cousin, and 
they both took the nuptials in purely matter- 
of-fact style. In fact, they went through the 
always stimulating preliminaries so perfurc- 
torily that every spinster and bachelor in the 
establishment was thoroughly scandalized. 

It was only three weeks ago, however, that 
the last and most engaging romance of all was 
ended very quietly one morning at ‘the little 
church around the corner.” In this instanee, 
as has been observed, the girl earned a thrifty 
living going out among rich families as a day 
governess. She occupied anest inthe attic of the 
house, scarcely big enough to turn in, dressed 
from the refurbished cast-off wardrobe of a 
rich relative, never had two coppers for pin 
money, and was yet as neat and sweet a speci- 
men of femininity as one could wish to see. She 
had quantities of beaux—peachy-cheeked boys 
who loved her to distraction, never permitting 
herto suffer poverty’s cruel sting in lack of 
bonbons or theater tickets. 

The little governess worked and bloomed 
into more enchanting prettiness every day, 
and would, in all probability, have waited till 
one of her youthful lovers grew up, had not 
she stumbled over an open cellar hole one day, 
and fallen in an awkward heap on the coal 
below, with one broken leg and many ugly 
bruises. 

This tragedy shook the boarding-house to its 
foundation, and one very old lady had hysterics 
when the ambulance fetched the pale, frac- 
tured little teacher home. It would have 
sounded heartless to say so at the time, but in 
truth this whole business was a tremendous 
stroke of luck. For six weeks the pathetic 
victim of a coal heaver’s carelessness lay like a 
princess in her ten-by-ten apartment, petted 
and fairly smothered under attentions. Her 
rich little pupils kept the room likea flower 
garden, the beaux were fierce rivals in supply- 
ing sweetmeats and fruits, she had a dozen 
visitors for every chair the place could furnish, 
and laid up a stock of knit slippers and crech- 
eted shawls to last her as long as she lived. 

It was during the very first week after the 
accident that a romance began, destined to 
blight many budding boyish aspirations. He 
was the lawyer engaged to prosecute and re- 
cover damages for injuries and valuable time 
lost. It required innumerable interviews be- 
tween client and attorney—chaperoned by the 
hysterical old lady—to forward the suit that, 
alas! was finally decided against the plaintiff 


the very day she decided to retain the unsuc- 
cessful prosecutor as her counsel for life. 

With so much experience in marriages, it 
was only natural that under the combined 
direction of the boarders this sixth and last 
matrimonial celebration went off without a 
single jar. The bride scarcely limped at all, 
looked radiantly lovely, and was given away 
by the nervous old lady, whowlso furnished 
the wedding dress and trowsseau. 

** And now,” concluded the high-bred land- 
lady, who had related the foregoing instances 
in a soft, Southern voice, with many deliciously 
funny interpolations, ‘‘she lives in one of the 
most charming apartments on Fifth avenue. 
Just now we haven't even a suggestion of a 
romance in the whole place—all old people or 
humdrum married folke, But I tell you what 
it is,” with a twinkle of fun in her eyes, “I'm 
nearly distracted by applicants for be 
Queer, too, that nine-tenths of them are single 
women—well—er—er—I should say passe. 
you know, I'm afraid sometimes they’ve heard 
about the reputation my house has for luck in 
the shape of wedding rings.” 
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shrugged in vain endeavor to keep out 


the chill which crept into their bones he beauty stopped her horse and Mr. Wynn 


did likewise. 


der on and on like this for ever, seekin best part of the seat, the lady rather uncom- 
binge oe fortably seated on the edge of the seat, holding day as all tt 


new fields, admiring God's handiwork, as ING SI WEST TORONTO ters were at 


“Overtook you of course,” answered the | me married? Perhaps Cousin Anna will give Magnificent Vestibule Pullman Si ——— 
NCE OF MR WY NN beauty, ‘‘ which you might have discovered be- | me my bride’s dress; she knows we cannot ronto to New York, via Erie Ry. = 
THE io ° fore had you not been philosophizing. Ha! ha! | afford expensive things and she will want hir The Erie h had f the finest sl 

Mr. Wynn, the philosopher! Whata joke! | son’s wife todo her credit.” And Nellie went a hat ave eke b e finest 8 a a 

eee ee a 1G But, as I sald, you are a pretty fellow to talk on dreaming, deciding in her ows mind that this cea They lex os ton cute ch is = Tat ( Writte 
i i regeg. of ideality When you would leave poor me—an } she wou married in white silk and lace é ke , 
: Written for Saturday Night by Maxwe ss ideal creature surely—to pursue her way | thinking how lovely she would look in that | °*¢ePt Sundays, arriving in New York chet Our te 
—____—_—_—. ee sted Mr. Woan, | faue,"Ell, and orange blossome, scarcely notie- | next moming,  Beautifal dining cars attached olen 
. ‘ ; s of those hills and valleys, those ‘My dear Miss Gwynn,” replie r. Wynn ng the stoppages nor the many people crowd- > 

Much to the pe rape = a ie ines that seemed flushed by a fever | “you might leave your praises to be sound ing ‘he car until roused by a clear voice : pose a 3 tnd S. J. Sharp, 19 Wellington street eae 
aes arom So Se me ‘1 oat >el - rson | killing them. by others.” - -_ ‘I must ask you to share your seat with me; | ©®S * F Union abo 
none of whom possessed h geen a little ** How like am I to those very leaves,” he | ‘Come, come, Mr. Wynn,” laughed the | there is not a vacant one in the car.” also acqua’ 
and for that reason Pine presence of the fair | mused, “for have I not bloomed’ to manhood | beauty, ‘I am not going to quarrel with you, | Nellie gave her habitual toss of the head, i Se lieinkoesingelisneinbontinilh = her admiss 
qnviens of hin wihen fe we ad the ‘afternoc n | only to fade away in old age, and those crushed | forei know you want company and I do not ob- | tock up her parcel and drew her wrap towards AA I enough to. 
sex, Mr. Wynn failed to —_ e oir Of | ones lying there on the ground are unnoticed | ject to your escort—-that is, not, much you | her, edging over the least perceptible bit. She Di AMOND who refuse 
At Home of the oe rs amaat Toaate- in the presence of the living loveliness, just as | know.” was not pleased at being interrupted in her United St 
a ae Soe. a oat to foun the | I shall be forgotten when I take the inevitable “Oh!” from Mr, Wynpr. dream of future bliss, ang aired her most dis- CA prigand na 
board inviting bis ce a ne . be’ fond of | drop from the tree of life. But there is a glori- **Oh, indeed!” from Miss Gwynn. agreeable manner. The lady was not small Z OF THE In the su 
festive gathering, and it fe the feminine | ous hereafter for man! Yes, that is the re- ‘“‘ Well, turn back and havea spin. Besides, | and in squeezing herself into the small space } an obscure 
such affairs, it was ee However, | ward for struggling on through this tumul- | Miss Gwynn, I—I want to say something to | allotted to her she sat on Nellie’s wrap, as it { been left in 
hearts to understand = od ladies. nor of the | tuous stretch of time. Then if those leaves | you.’ Bes was hardly possible for her to do otherwise. i infantry ni 
aS not the non-attendance | look so beautiful with nothing but destruction | ‘* Oh!” from Miss Gwynn. With a very cross “Excuse me,” Nellie RI Mexico. A 
eatisfied gentlemen, ” Noh b igs my tale awaiting them, how grandly magnificent man} ‘‘Oh, indeed!” from Mr, Wynn. ulled her veep across her knee, then present- | harassing | 
of Mr. Wynn es — eee | een of | should strive to be in the light of what is to ‘** Now, Mr. Solomon, what have you to say? | ing the back of her head to her fellow traveler CLOCKS, JEWELLERY apd carryi 
p> di gg ete Benge -  tamn In the city | come. A restless feeling overcomes me when I | Something in the philosophical line, I sup- | she looked out of the window, wishing to pre- Reeecvoreceeen, refused [ik 

a cloudy Saturday in and cheerless, from the | think of the broad expanse of this world which | pose?” Os We _ | vent conversation. If she could have seen the Neots s | suprem 
everything looked watt nother overhead to|I have never seen—the work of an infinite ‘“‘Fairest of women,” cried Mr. Wynn in | look of contempt the lady gave her she might rn Castallo eli 
aonee. new, "Meee harried along with | Master given all to enjoy, but of which I have | mock seriousness, ‘dismiss that levity. I | have remembered her mother's parting injunc- | ‘ This Cas 
— <—“" - orale ockets and shoulders | only a small part. Egad, I feel as poor Don | want to ask you to—er—to—to marry me—to be | tion. The train flew vs for another hour, : ae : hundred m« 
hands in their ove B Quixote of old might have felt, for I could my wife you know. Nellie leaning comfortably back, having the | Sieg ee men CATALOGUE «17 (008 a Govren 2 te <a 
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and made their teeth chatter in spite | ed along, living as a child of nature in ‘““I—1 did not think you could be so—so | her parcels in her lap. 

of them. Yes, = . ae an Sa Gouna fields cod ivan delle. Polly, old horse, | cruel, Mr. Wynn,” she said, “to—to talkof| “ Allington,” called the brakeman, and Nellie po ee 
Satoqes and cus oc am Sedere the grate fire, | you would be my Rozinante, common sense my | —of such a--a serious—serious affair so—so | roused herself, the lady tcok her parcels in her resolved the 
te ta slo _ ents. But just such a ncho Panza, the beautiful about me my lady | lightly. I—I might have known better than— | hand preparatory to getting off. ‘‘She gets off D MED! subdued anc 
) By den py ood horseback ride delightful, | Dulcinea, the world, the flesh, and the devil | than—than—,” and what did the lovely creature | here; I wonder who she is,” thought Nellie, COLD MEDALS was sent to 
day = — * 6 ride into the country along the monsters I would fight against. Pshaw ! | do but break down and cry. Here was a pretty | feeling rather uncomfortable. Nellie to her He was in 
seqwestennd vende where nature was bewitching | The world’s prosaic. I would I had lived cen- | state of things for Mr. Wyan. Oh! foraquiet | sorrow soon found out who she was. The conflict the | 
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1 moved towards the door, followed 
by Nellie. As they stepped on the platform 
Nellie’s heart gave a bound, for a young man 


nook where he could clasp the darling to his 
breast and tell her what a brute he was to talk 
so lightly ; how, nevertheless, he loved her bet- 


i w 3 w i 
autumnal arb. : turies ago hen mens ore b the r heads and 
“ ” ” i 1 the cross of heirs ords. ut unfortunately 
Egad, | do it ! he exclaimed, c apping S! t w 


ing encampe 
were restin; 
watching a 


his hand upon his knee. ae . ; han his lif. d soual t what he Serer Vt tchin 
whims. | reality, no matter which way he looked at it. | ter than his life and seriously meant wha came ard, took her parcels from the lady's 
rte Fm Az did. was (eas tictantansepaly Above him a telegraph wire stretched along | had sa‘d, although it might have been couched | hand saying, ‘* Why, mother, you look tired out; safidres a 
an 7 thin s without thought or considera- | the road, from which came a mournful hum in words more endearing. But the best Mr. tee febee ing seems to have used you up.” weird shado: 
too, an ie oe of tke moment, to use a | like a song full of weirdness. It annoyed bim | Wynn could do was to draw his horse up| Then catching sight of Nellie he exclaimed, A terrible | 
ae Pe d <n sior ; and clashed with his dreaming, so he drew his | beside hers, put his strong arm around her fairy | coming forward with a smile, ‘‘ Here is Miss ing. For tv 
er ry py he detested people who re- | horse off the main road i path running | waist and tell her—well, bless you, what a dif- | Nellie. We did not expect you until the five in the confu 
ok ae ‘ceernit to make up their minds, | fromit, Here he stopped, dismounted, threw | ferent aspect an explanation will put on things | o’clock train.” Turning sgain to his mother without lool 
cae woul od a qeeation first on one hand, ! himself upon the ground, drew a brain-stealer | misunderstood. So it was with the beauty, for | he observed, ‘‘ You have traveled together, heed. Saad 


oo at : other and back again to the first, | froma neat little case, and smoked. “T wonder,” 


from a conclusion as when | he mused, “if it is not better for a man 
Sher a Wynn was not of that | to be a little insane than wise ; not that lama 
species. He would rather toss a copper, to be | sage, in fact I sometimes think I lean towards 
governed by the way it fell than gointoa long | the crazy side. Crazy forsooth! I would 
“thinking” of the subject. Not only in matters | rather have a lively imagination, hee 
trivial was this characteristic dominant, but in | insanity even, that would make—er—well, 
the most important. For instance, Mr. Wyrn ants of windmills as Don Quixote did, than 


it was said, but | have none at all and see everything in its 
ee le main win ¢ hideous reality unmasked of the ideality which 


her tears soon vanished and her merry laugh 
again took their place. But—let me whisper it 
—I do believe the laugh was a great deal 
merrier, and I am sure anyone could have seen 
there was a brighter light in her beautiful eyes. 

On they drifted, walking their horses all 
time. What they talked of has, of course, 
nothing to do with this story, which is 
just as well, for it would take volumes to tell of 
all they said. At any rate they talked so much, 


mother, and never knew it.” Poor Nellie! No, 
she never knew it. Mrs. Blair greeted her 
with frigid politeness. Allan saw there was 
something amiss, and tried to cover the awk- 
wardness with pleasant chat. Soon Mrs. Blair 
thawed enough to ask kindly after her mother, 
whom she had not seen for years, and Nellie 
breathed more freely. But it was not a very 

leasant fortnight for Nellie, aluhough both 

rs. Blair and her son planned many a pleasant 
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the selection of a profession was the outcome } ma di bef ° seen him esc 
os ; ing else | might be put into it. regardless of their surroundings, that before | entertainment and excursion. But Allan 

= aii ben ses” Ge seman Wren era | tha | ha! That is good, Mr. Wynn. I | they knew it darkness was fast ap a showed only cousinly friendship, and Mrs. S ugar Refi n | ng Co. Tay selantis 

he whimsical mood at the age of nineteen, | am pleased to hear a member of that stern with them far from the city. hat ca Blair did not ack her to prolong her visit until Limited) MONTREAL a matics to 

on a in the next breath, “I'll be a doctor.” | profession—the law, you know—admit, even to | they, though, if the north pole were close at | after Christmas. So Nellie returned home,and (Limited) one hundred 

ll t melt, that there is still left in him a little of | hand? Notabit, However, instead of being | the white silk and lace, the tulle veil and “ dead or aliv 


Then there was a clash, but - 7 sure —— an cectineata 
ided the matter, tails—lawyer, heads— @ sel es oe. ‘ 
ne, ane so fhe became a rising member of “Miss Gwynn!” exclaimed Mr. Wynn, 
the bar—Gerard Wynn, Esquire, of Osgoode | springing to his feet at sight of a young lady 
Hall, Torontc. before him, who continued laugbing at what 
A member of aclub downtown and of a club | she had overheard. , 

uptown, keeping a stylish cob and natty dog- “Yes, Mr. Wynn, Miss re out for a 
cart at Bobon’s, Mr. Wynn cut quite a figure | little exercise on that dearest of beasts, Zip. 
in society. He had, too, the faculty of making | Miserable day in town, nothing to do, no place 
friends, which is always advantageous to one, | to go—— cll 

ond as a result his ree cf eo. _ -. - Honorable Mrs. Airy’s?” interrupted 
l . Ajolly, free-and-easy fellow, with the | Mr. Wynp. : ‘ 

vou aie A was of cemuen popular; good-! ‘*The Honorable Mrs. Airy’s! No, no. Of 
looking, well dressed, agreeable and above ail | all places spare me from such as that. Too 
eligible, made him a favorite of the ladies, all oppressively stately for me anyway, Mr. Wynn. 


near that frigid and mysterious spot they Offer for sale all grades of refined 
found themselves not far from a country tavern 
py the roadside, from the windows of which 
gleamed a comfortable and inviting light. In 
fact, so comfortable and inviting did it look 
that at Mr. Wynn's suggestion they{decided to 
enter, have supper and return to thecity by 
moonlight. Ah,me! Ah,me! What bliss is 
the lover's. 

Two guests from the city, especially of so 
distinguished appearance as Miss Gwynn and 
Mr. Wynn, was a little out of the ordinary to 
mine host. 

“*If they would not mind the delay,” quoth 
he, ‘‘ would they please step intothe sitting 


orange blossoms are still visions of the future. 
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Misses E. & H. Johnston of 122 King street 
west are now offering a number of dress iengths 
ata great reduction. We have also a choice 
selection of the latest novelties in evening 
wear—silks, embroidered gauzes, chepes, etc. 
Every lady who admires a choice, weil-fitting 
gown should inspect our stock. 
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y ities, i ddition to his being a | So not wishing to succumb to ennui, I broke J q it 

Sevurteametaneeral brilliant talker, oe } the bonds of tage Pag hied me here wore =o ee was es Pa: on “Good nigh 
i i iti i : i f | hoping to shake off the depression in a jolly ey entere e room, where a cheer re © man 

him an enviable position in the estimation of | hoping Pp j carliel aatetaued tereaeead tenth Bie us The, mas By 


the older people. Still Mr. Wynn at twenty- | gallop, when, behold, sauntering gaily on I 
seven wae an Pestlons and erratic as Mr. Wynn | espied a riderless horse grazing on the high- 
at nineteen. In little everyday affairs one | way, wh'ch upon ct ing I found to be Mr. 
could depend upon him no more than a frail | Wynn's Polly. | ‘hat an adventure, I ex- 
canoe could be relied upon to safely cross the | claimed, and with wild thoughts of brigands of 
broad Atlantic. If one made an appointment | old breaking out afresh in this peaceful country 
with him and he kept it, well and good; if he | I grew alarmed for your safety when happen- 
failed to do so, well and good, too, one would | ing to look down this quiet path I found Mr. 
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took pos. ession of an easy chair and sat before 
the fire ‘‘ toasting” himself, as he said, while 
Miss Gwynn sat in another. Of course how 
near to one another they sat is none of my 
affair, should not concern the reader and has 
no possible bearing on this story, but the fact 
that Mr. Wynn—perhaps you wiil not believe 





ricti vhi 3 | Wynn sitting against a tree calmly smoking a | it, but nevertheless "tis true—overcome no are after a 

pa Mr. — ee en Seren neers cigarette just os if it were a ‘oaltey ay | doubt by the long ride and fresh air, went to — . aye acme enn ‘CHnvenane. The general p 
Perhaps some would call him unprincipled—a | in summer. Concluding that Polly, not caring | sleep in the presence of the beauty, has a great * Canada ae ar ltappescacete a who will surr 
very bad trait indeed—and maybe he was, in | to be a poe to her owner’s dreaming, had | deal to do with this tale. No disguising it, no - OxTaa GRANUL Aten oon i find abae it yiclded mountains are 
trifling things, but that a despicable actionever | wandered away unnoticed in search of some- | use attempting to shield him from the contempt 90.60 per coat. of pure cugar’’ Ii te prectionlly to pure If he is alive Ce 
emanated from him, that he ever slandered a | thing more interesting, I brought her back. | he well merits, Mr. Wynn dozed in the presence and good ® sugar se can be manufactured. The boy took 
friend or abused confidence reposed in him, no | Ha! ha! What an adventure indeed.” of the beauty and in the hour of his betrothal Yours truly, ‘ Death isar 
one could truthfully assert. The only tenlt to! The merry speaker, who had dismounted and a Sa seeds on eaperest 2 s C. P, GIRDWOOD. . Yes, " ange 

i i i y i , ’ . none 8 ‘ 
be laid at his door was that of being restless, | stocd before Mr. Wynn in her well fitting rid- Wynn slept on complacently until awakened Eee eee the boy cade 


unsettled, whimsical. Whimsical! Why, the | ing habit, was young and beautiful. What 
very moment he decided to go riding was there | more is necessary to say? Whether she had 
not an artistic gem in the form of a square | the golden tresses of a blonde or the raven 
card, with the faintest odor of violets about it, | locks of a brunette, whether her years were 
en his table, which politely requested his | eighteen or twenty, whether her nose was 
presence that afternoon at the “ At Home” of | turned up or turned down, her eyes blue, black, 
the Honorable Mrs. Airy, in — respect & | or green for that matter, is of no consequence 
most desirable acquaintance to cultivate, for latal!. That she was young and beautiful is 
bless you, was she not the leader of Toronto's | quite sufficient, so beautitul indeed that to 
most select? But while the invitation of this | }jook at her was like some of us beholding a 
estimable lady certainly had priority over the | masterpiece of art which we know is beautiful 
whim which had seized Mr. Wynn, the latter | but to save our lives could not tell just wherein 
must, as usual, be satisfied no matter if all the | the beauty lay. 
Honorable Mrs. Airys in Canada stretched | Mr. Wynn leaned against his horse, slowly 
forth their hands to welcome him. | puffing his cigarette and watching the smoke 
Therefore Mr. Wynn no sooner thought of a | as it rose in the air and died away. Miss 
horseback ride than he jumped to the telephone. Gwynn, suddenly springing into the saddle, 


by a shrill voice yelling into the room : 

‘** Supper!” 

With a jump he was on his feet and lo, what 
do you think happened? Why, Mr. Wynn was 
standing before the grate fire in his city apart- 
ments just beginning to realize that it had all 
been a dream. 

‘*A dream?” cried he. ‘‘ The divine Gwynn, 
the horseback ride, the country tavern, and ob, 
those kisses full of bliss, all a dream? Bah!’ 

“Bah” was really not what Mr. Wynn said, 
but it looks betterin print and sounds better 
too. 

After raving about the room a few moments 
he threw himself into the chair again. 

“What! Have 1 been sleeping and dream- 
ing here allafternoon like an overgrown infant? 
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The Boa—Say, get onto my curves. 
The Traveler (as he empties his revolver)— 
Good! But how do you like my in-shoots? 
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FOR IMPAIRED VITALITY 
and weakened energy is wonderfully successful, 
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**Hello, Bobeon! Have my horse saddled and turned her horse towards the road. H H C " 4 Q 
a? : : “ : ; ave I missed the Honorable Mrs, Airy's affair From the manner to the matter of notes is a “ 
sent up immediately. Immediately, do you; | Well, a sees - you seem in- | vere no doubt the beauty was and aos I| short step. In this respect American women medi = 
hear, or egad, I'll break every bone in your | clined pa ee sha a upon my lonely anticipated such a glorious time? Bah!” can learn several good points from their nee 
man’s body when he comes.” | rey, - Pernitl mes a cha cust tae ae. When his landlady’s Abigail called him to | English cousins, their old world cousins, in- “You say 80, 
Then lighting a brain-stealing cigarette as he gots. supper the second time it was fortunate for | deed, for both German and French women are his Mente 


turbed yout profound reverie had I known you 
were given to such spells. An, me! Happy is 
the philosopher. Ha! ha! Good-bye!” 

Away she was in an instant, out of sight, 
leaving the echo of her merry laugh in the 
heart of Mr. Wynn. 

Now had that young gentleman followed his 
first impulse he would have mounted his horse 


equally with the English woman, skilled in the 
art of note writing. In polite society notes are 
a valuable current coin—a courteous, tactful 
note often steering its writer safely over a 
threatenirg rock. On the other hand, it is 
easy to place too much dependence upon 
these paper messengers—a fault which some 
young women of the moment seem likely to 


Of Pure Cod Liver Oil with “ Yon do not 
HYPOPHOSPHITES a — 
oe. LIME AND SODA- mountain,” safd 
The patient suffering from and when in he! 
CONSUMPTION. able creature.” 
BRONCHITIS, COUGH, COLD, OR ** Dogs she lov 
WASTING DISEASES, takes the ‘* Yea,” 


ca)led them, yet in which he inconsistently in- + 
dulged, he flew about the room like a madman 
as he changed his clothes fora riding suit. In 
what appeared to him an interminable time | 
the man appeared with the horse, but instead | 
of breaking every bone in the fellow’s body— | 
and upon my honor it was a poor lean one that 
stood holding the prancing beast—Mr. Wynn 


that young woman that she did not put her 
head in the doorway again, for I am afra‘d that 
in his mood then Mr. Wynn would have done 
serious damage to that head. 

He swallowed his disgust and disappzintment 
as well as hecould, but for the rest of that night 
the friends he met wondered what new whim 
had seized Mr. Wynn for, as they said, he was 






: : : : Aut sued the flying beauty, but it ended in : 
slipped something into his hand which made | 224 pursue ’ like a bear with an afflicted cranium, whatever | fall into. remedy as he would take milk. A per- ‘a 
him smile expansively as he stood gazing at re ae. a be erg that means. Said one young girl, meeting another in a fect emulsion, and a wonderful flesh producer. “ Wo notes 
= " ‘ansome = gaily er = sane hianiell ween the ground iving as ho However, as the illustrious William put it, | friend’s parlor the cther day: ‘ Mrs, T. feels on ee AN Drusgiets, ; +» 1.00. of old Feldoro, t 
and then the smile on his lips yes, and in his saad seeiee af tienen? toe the such «| ‘ All's well that ends weil,” and as I received a CEES Sere SON Tos ON O08 cell on ee ., & BOWNE, Bellevitle. Jose. He ts a 





eyes, too, slowly faded away to re-appear when- 
ever he thought of the shining piece which iay 
snugly in his waistcoat pocket. Poor fellow! 


--- money, and he t 
ter when I bro 
pieces which the 


short time ago a neatly printed cacd upon 
which the names of Miss Gwynn and Mr. 
Wynn significantly appeared I take it that 











‘* duffer,” as he called it. 
‘*Egad, i have known the time when I would 






must write her a note smoothing it over,” 
Almost with the same breath the first 
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What pleasure alittle generosity wrought in | give my right hand for such an opportunity to everything ended smoothly and satisfactorily | speaker remarked further: “ Mr.—was at the “D 
i [ i . 3 . ; ; . oes he bi 
him. If the heavypurses would but think— | eee gag Ag Fe gy lid tan. as a fairy story of our youth. house last evening ; he spoke about your hav- stranger. 


well, to follow Mr, Wynn. rr 
Handsome, well dressed and well mounted | #2 idiot, tolet such a chance escape you. Oh, 


the young man attracted considerable attention | ™Y darling, love of my heart, return to this 
as he rode through the streets, and much to | disconsolate mortal. 

the disappointment of mischievous boys fain to But the beauty returned not and Mr. Wynn 
ridicule his very elegant white riding breeches, | again resorted to heaping rebuke upon 
and to the chagrin of the lively young women | his head. To tell the truth I would not like to 


ing so prettily explained about the tennis 
asco.” 

“Goodness |” ejaculated the other, “ what 
an escape ! I had forgotten entirely I wrote to 
him of that matter. It was on my mind to go 
home to day and send him an especially fetch- 
ing note. Now, I dimly recall having done 


“* He says it w 
that he will inve 
The stranger s 
ing in the rocks 
horizon, and mu 
‘There would 
one more happy 


Now ladies, so much disappointed when 
Mr. Wynn failed to appear at the Honorable 
Mrs, Airy’s At Home, you know the true cause 
of that gent: man’s non attendance. 


How Nellie Missed a Husband, 








mete 


a THEMED 















who cast fond eyes at him, Mr. Wynn rode repeat the ae names he called need a for I 80.” added taeede.” 
merrily on, utterly unconscious of his sur- | am sure the language was not such as won sate , ; — Here, evidently, was a young wcman wh . ‘ 

roundings, perfectly satisfied with himself if | him that enviable position in the estimation of | (Written for Saturday Night by F. Schooley,) | wrote notes reckicealy, and, it i. to be feared, Is a certain and spec dy cure for omnes ae 
not with all mankind. Where would he go, he | the older people which I have mentioned, ‘Good-bye, Nellie, When shall I expect you | unecrupulously, through which praciice she EINTEMPERANCE, and destro ll Oe he need 
mused, east, west or north! Ah! Good idea, ‘**Confound society,” muttered Mr. Wynv, at | home? Not before Christmas! Well, I ho will be apt to come to grief some time. . = <i oy a a h the 
he would follow the sun as all civilization | a loss perhaps for something to turn his ill-| you will enjoy yourself. Remember Nellie, To an Englishwoman of any position her appetite for alcoholic liquors the sioaeuag vall 













what I told you about Cousin Anna. A pretty 
face will not make up for a disagreeable man- 
ner, 80 put a curb on your looks as well as your 
tongue.” 

Nellie gave a self-confident toss of her head. 

* Allan did not seem to think my manner so 

disagreeable, mamma, and his opinion is of 
more importance than his mother's,” 

**No, Allan did not think you dissgreeable, 
ou had only gentle wo:ds and smiles for him. 
ut Cousin Anna holds the purse and sbe has 

great influence over Allan, who is extremely 
fond of his mother.” The little woman looked 
at her pretty daughter and sighed as she con- 
tinu-d: ‘Cousin Anna has been very kind in 
asking you to visit her, and do not forget what 
trouble and expense I have been to to give you 
this pleasure.” 


did and go west. Then he smiled and a passing | hus. or against, ‘‘a lot of over-dressed women 
damsel blushed because she thought it was | (outside the ball-room) and coxcomb men. 
meant for her, whereas Mr. Wynn was think- | Damme, [ll get out of it. I hate their nice 
ing whet a funny thing it would betorace with | phrases and their empty talk, their glaring 
old Sol, to rige on, on, and. overtake him | flattery under which lies deep. hypocrisy. 
where? So at the idea he laughed. | Bah! ‘tis all a sham, a glitter, and hollow as a 
The favorite rendezvous of Toronto's devotees | drum. Confound those sickly cigarettes, too,” 
of the saddle is away out Bloor street beyond | and he threw away the little white thing. 
Slattery’s. Slattery’s with shadows of the past | “‘ Henceforth I'll smoke the old clay.pipe which 
hanging about it, recalling a world of pleasure, | has made better men than did “ever thuse 
for who does not know Slattery’s and who for- | tissue paper stripes. Come, Polly, we'll go 
gets the good old days when the antiquated | home and turn Bohemians.” 
place rang o’nights with youthful joy and! So, having exhausted his spleen, Mr. Wynn 
merriment, where time after time gay spirited | mounted his horse and rode towards the city, 
young men and women tripped the light fan- | with a scowl on his face, his hat drawn over 
tastic to their hearts’ content? Ah, me! | his eyes and wearing a most dejected mien 
young men and women who have grown faded | altogether, far, far different from the dashing 
and worn just as the once familiar haunt | young man of a few hours before. 
has, just gs we all are taking on old age, Oh, women, women, what misery you can ** All aboard,’ shouted the conductor. 
rheumatics and gout. Past Slattery’s then, | cause in the heart of man! ‘Never mind, mamma, I will repay it all 
about High Park and beyond, there are sandy | ‘‘Confound everything,” growled the lonely | when Iam Mrs. Allan Blair,” laughed Nellie, 
paths and shady roads along which one can | horseman as he proceeded on his way, and if | as she kissed her rather shabby little mother, 
gallop as much as one pleases, where, if de- | his Polly did not take flight at sound of her | and hurried from the waiting-room, settling 


correspondence is one of her most serious 
duties. She spends a certain portion of ever 
day at her desk, and she would as soon thin 
of not responding to a friend’s renting as 
cenltting to answer promptly and carefully a 
friend's letter, or, indeed, any addressed to her 
from friend or stranger.—New York Times, 
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misery of harsh chemicals was over. Here is ‘ : ; 
an article which will make your clothes as pure Peay tt ) . 
and spotless as the snow; save your hands; THE TEETH ¥ 
save time; save money § while at the same 

ng ae , r fh is 


time willclean everyth in the house. Get 
out your old silverware and tinware and any- 


thing that is stained and dirty, and Lessive ‘ 
Phenix will make it like new. member, ro NS MPT iu 
soap at all in the boiling of clothes. That is ge & 


the Lessive Phenix way. Ask your grocer, _ — ‘ 

Full directions on wrapper. ws ae 7 ea an aa eee Mae ate 
standing have been cured. Indeed so strong is my faith 
in its efficacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
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sired, quiet nooks can be picked out in which | master’s voice it was not because she knew it, | herself comfortably, placing her wrap and As to Color. ; a 
to dream away the live-long day, hob-nob with | for the tone was so gruff that it might have | parcel beside her, so preventing any one the ‘You seem very much intereated in Mi caesar wh wtih onnd exo thas BESRENG ans Ped, bats = F Ware is he 
nature, moralize and philosophize without in- | come from where Mr. Wynn felt his heart had | privilege of sitting beside her. For Nellie Seeieiiinn of Roatan " eatec In snies T. A. SLooum, M. C.. 186 ADELAIDE Pe are ie 
terruption and be as much alone as was ever | sunk—away down in his boots, as he put ir. always looked out for herown comfort. She “ Yes f : ST., West. TORONTO. ONT. soldi ; ith hir 
Robinson Crusoe on his isolated isle, forin-| ‘‘ Well, you are a pretty fellow to talk of | was making this visit forthe purpose of set- “ Blue-stocking?” _ ’ 4 — old. and fter t 
deed it is —, and lovely spot. _ _ _ | ideality.” tling herself comfortably for life. She already| «No black.” 8 Piso's Remedy for Catarrh is the = ‘nell a a i 
So Mr. Wynn cantered on, leaving behind, The speaker was the beauty, if Mr. Wynn | saw herself Mrs. Allan Blair, surrounded by ie : , Easiest to Use, and Ch exnual lated 4 
him the noisy city. Passing Slat!ery’s he drew | could believe his eyes and ears. every comfort and luxury money could buy. The Game Must Have Been High. Best, apes. paid tine estilten 










rein, for it was a pretty sight stretched before **Why, from where did you come, like a ray | “I shall be married in the church,” she 
him, and having at all times an eye for the | of sunshine in the darkness” inquired Mr. | thought ; ‘‘ how jealous all the girls will be. I 
beautiful the picturesque scenery about did not | Wynn, his dejection and gruffness of voice giv- | will pay back Flo Henderson all the enubs she 
escape his admiration. Truly, he thought, the | ing place to the merriest mood and sweetest of | hasgiven me. What airs she always has put on! 
soul would be dead that could not see the | voices. I wonder if she will come to the church to see 


Wife—Johr, I want ten dollars. 

Husband-- Maria, I’m sorry to say that I 
haven't the amount to-day. 

Wife—John Henderson! I do believe you 
sat up with another sick man last night, 


the camp was on 

At the end of t 
approached the 
impatient gener 
hid your g Id, hi 
Castallo? Th 





































































To- : 
An Incident of '46 answered mechanically : 
oo 29 Thoroughly astonished th 1 knew not 
Ting ie ‘ , oroughly astonis' e genera 
ae eee Tauntia) ym 4. wer to Tay, but bursting into laughter he 
. ’ oa ° sa : - 
whe Our story opens in the year 1846 The stirring ** You mock me and charge me for it. 
rma- events which are to be ngfrated took placein| The stranger who-called himself Castallo 
reed the then newly made te of Pexas. This | then said : 
state as we all know was admitted to the “Take not my word but look at the proof, 
ial Union about the close of the year 1845. Weare | look at my description. Here on my back is 
Se also acquainted with the facts which preceded | the scar ; on my head the bullet wound, whilst 
= her admission to the stars and stripes. Be it | on my breast is my name written by the black- 
: enough to say that at least there was one man | smith of St. Jose.” 
who refused to acknowledge all-giance to the So saying he bared his breast across which, 
; United States. This man was a Mexican tateend in red, was “ Castallo. The general 
brigand named Castallo. ceased his laughter, but yet did not understand 
In the summer of the year in which we write, | it at all. At length ina voice full of emotion 
an obscure general of the American army had | he asked : “ 
f been left in command of some inferior troops of ‘Why do you give yourself up? 
{ infantry near the boundary line of Texas and ‘*My men are dead, * wife is dead, my 
: Mexico. A band of Mexican brigands had been | children are dead. You have killed all, why 
\ | harassing the country, murdering, plundering} not kill me also? And then a little 
| aud carrying off captives. Their leader, who| lad, Juantilia, who took care of me, 
| refused like his followers to recognize the | wished to have gold to a S senora, 
suprem of the United States, was the | daughter of old Feldoro, poor boy! When 
7 Castallo alluded to before in this narrative. . went with him to Feldoro and paid over the 
5 ' This Castallo had gathered together two | gold, he came also. He wept, he kissed my 
"e hundred men, determined like himself, and had hands! He will be happy, he will love, whilst 
fe formed a small army, which increased every | I 


' 


ters were attracted to its ranks, 


ened the law-abiding citizens. 


subdued and accordingly the Yankee 


ing encamped on the mountain side. 


theic pi 


weird. shadowsover the weary band. 


without looking to see who fell beneath his 


women and childrsn had fled; and the dead 
brigands were hastily buried. ‘The general and 
his men were joyfui over the victory, but one 
dark cloud crossed his brow and that was 
owing to thoughts of Castallo, who alone sur- 
vived the disaster of his men. One hope the 
general had, and that was that Castallo might 
die from his wounds, as the seldier who had 
x seen him escaping affirmed that he had planted 

O. a bullet in his back. What could be done? 
They returned to camp, and the general caused 
a notice to be posted promising a reward of 
one hundred eagles for Castallo’s capture 
‘** dead or alive.” 





A month had sped. The ie had become 
safe, and the settlers had taken their herds to 
enjoy the herbage. One of the settlers was a 
Mexican named Juantilia, a handsome youth 
with a clear comp!exion and dark flashing eyes. 
He went every evening to sell milk and eggs at 
the villaze of St. Jose close by. He was slowly 
returning homeward one night, whistling softly 
to himself. He lived near the mountain side 
on a little plot of ground around which he had 
erected afence. Arriving at the entrance to 
2} his cote he — a shout as he perceived a man 
lying near his abode in the tall grass. 
** Good night,”-he said. 

The man _— on the grass slowly raised 

himself on his elbows, and in a sad voice an- 
> swered ‘‘good night.” To judge from his 

clothing he was a laborer, as he was miserably 
clad, e had a bandage around his head, he 
was tall, thin, and seemed in great trouble. 

‘* Nothing new ?” he asked the youth. 

“Nothing,” answered Juantilia. ‘ The 
Yankees are still on the search. They 
are afcer a brigand, Castallo by name. 
The general promises much gold to anyone 
who will surrender him, but I suppose the 
mountains are safe, and his friends faithful. 
If he is alive Castallo will never be betrayed.” 

The boy took oft his cap and added : 

‘: Death is a release from all trouble.” 

“Yes,” answered the stranger, ‘“‘ you have 
spoken truly.” 

Che boy gazed at the stranger for a moment 
and then asked: ‘‘Why are you so sad? Do 
you feei trouvled? If you do, remember I am 
young and when I received you here nearly 
dead I resolved to save your life. I healed the 
wound which an enemy made, Ido not know 
your name nor do I ca’e much, but remain here 
ailongas youlike. Wecan till the little gar- 
den tozether, and shall always be friends. As 
for the home, I gave it not, but He gives it who 
hath made the mountains.” 

*“You are good,” answered the other, “ but 
answer me this: The brigand had companions 
—a wife and children—have they escaped ?” 

‘* Not one, for they are dead, and in the even- 
ing the shadows fall over their graves. Some 
say Castallo had a wife and family; if he be 
alive he must feel heartbroken.” 

** Yes,” answered the stranger, ‘‘ he has not 
much to live for now, and he loved his wife 
dearly.” 

“You -~ so,” said the youth. ‘“* Why, half 
his life will seem to be gone.” 

: ‘Yon do not know much of love,” said the 
stranger. ‘It is fall of cares and crosses.” 

‘*T love a senora on the other side of the 
mountain,” said Juantilia. “She is beautiful 
and when in her presence I feel indeed a miser- 
able creature.” 

t ** Dogs she love you?” 

8 ** Yea,” 

. ‘* Why not marry the fair senora?” 

fe ** We come to it at last. She is the daughter 
"a of old Feldoro, the merchant, who lives in St. 
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Jose. He is a brute and has always loved 

— money, and he told me I could take his daugh- 

ter when I yb him fifty of those gold 
! pieces which the Yankees call eagles,” 
“Does he barter in slaves?” asked the 
stranger. 
“‘ He says it will be her marriage portion and 
that he will invest it for me in his business.” 
The stranger stood up and through an open- 
ing in the rucks he caught a view of the distant 
horizon, and murmuring to himself he said : 
‘“There would be one wep eery man less, and 
one more happy couple added. Itis well.” He 
added aloud: ‘‘Juantilia, you sball have the 
senora. I shall go to St. Jose when the night 
comes on,” 
l An hour later darkness enveloping everything 
save where the golden moonlight lighted up 
the sleeping valley, the man slowly descended 
to the town. He soon came to the outskirts of 
the Yankee camp. 

Halt ! came the order. 

“IT wish to see the general on important 
business.” 

The man was conducted into the presence of 
the anxious general who was fearful that this 
alarm was a call for more fighting. 

‘* Your name,” he asked. 

‘It matters not my name. 

‘* Where are you going? m 

‘*To see you about this brigand Castallo. 

“So you know about him. You are like the 
rest who know all about him, but on investiga- 
tion such knowledge proves worthless.” 

***] know where he is,” vehemently repeated 
the stranger. ‘If you give me fifty eagles he 
shall be yours.” 

‘* You shail have one hundred if you tell the 
truth, but remember you shall be imprisoned 


= if you prove a traitor.” 

th *T know it well,” said the stranger, smiling 
E, disdainfully. ° 

ny ‘* Where is he ?” 

- For answer the strauger held out his hand 
rE for the gold. They could send a body of 


soldiers with him whilst he went to hide the 
gold, and after that he would return to them 
and deliver the brigand. The general entreated, 
expostulated, but allin vain. The money was 
paid, the soldiers aod the stranger went away, 
the camp was once more peaceful, 

At the end of the time appointed the stranger 
approached the camp, and was met by the 
impatient general. ‘' Well, Judas, you have 
hid your g Id, have you not?” said he. ‘But 
Castallo? The stranger stopped short and 





day as all the desperate and disaffected charac- 
Soon this or- 
ganization became very dangerous, and threat- 
The people 
resolved that this band of brigands should ba 
eneral 
was sent to exterminate Castallo and his band. 

He was in a measure successful: In a sharp 
conflict the band had been surprised one even- 
The men 
were resting after the fatigue of a day of 
watching and ambuscades, dreamily smoking 
s, whilst their wives fondled the 
children by the flickering camp fire which threw 


A terrible conflict followed this chance meet- 
ing. For two hours the fight continued, and 
in the confusion friend fought against friend 


hand. The band were defeated and bleeding 
from their wounds hid in the ravines; the 


him ‘ Yes.’” 


dauntless bearing of the doomed man, said : 


**T am forced to kill you. 
the mountains you love so well. 
orders.” 


‘*T came to die.” 


might make. 
am at your service.” 
The brigand paused and thought. 


and delay not the hour. 's 
death comes to every man soon or late. 


light. 
long shadows over a newly dug grave. 
he imag 
gray haze came across his eyes, he felt the cold 


purple-topped hills met his eye, and in a firm 
low voice he repeated the prayer : 4 

**Oar Father which art in Heaven—— 

A quiver seized the line of bayonets; the 
general bared his head, steadied his voice, and 
Sf a rapid military command he said: 
a ire.” 

The sun had just disappeared behind the 
mountain, 

On the spot where Castallo met his mournful 
death Juantilia and his wife erected a simple 
wooden cross, and on this cross the general in- 
scribed the familiar words, ‘' Greater love hath 
no man than this, that a man lay down his life 
for his friends,” 

CANNINGTON, ONT. 
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Her Evening Out. 


When Mr. Jones went home to supper the 
other evening, Mrs. Jones had not returned 
from a shopp ng expedition. This was so un- 
usual that he felt uneasy. But when the en- 
tire evening had passed, and she was still 
absent, he became greatly alarmed. In his 
own mind he had informed the police and the 
Mayor, and asked to have the river dragged. 
When Mrs. Jones came home she was flushed 
and radiant, and her eyes shone like stars. 

“Oa,” she said, sinking into an easy chair 
and sticking her feet out straight before her, 
**T’ve had such a good time.” . 

** Maria,” asked Mr. Jones sternly, ‘‘ where 
have you been?” 

** Been out with the girls, and I have come 
home sober, which is more than can be said of 
some folks I know.” 

‘* Maria, this is no time for trifling. Tell me 
at once where you have been, or | shall take 
measures to find out for myse'f.” 

‘‘Mercy me, don’t look so cross, Jeptha. I 
went shopping with cousin Kate, and she ia- 
sisted on my going home to tea with her. Then 
we both went over to see Mrs. Major's new 
dress from Paris, and as I was near my own 
dressmaker, I went in to see her, and borrow a 
paper pattern.” 

** And who came home with you?” 

‘* Cousin Kate.” 

** And did she go back alone?” 

“No, she wouldn’t come in, so I walked back 
with her, and cousin John came back with her 
and me.” 

“ And did it take you till 10 o'clock at night 
to do that gadding about?” crossquestioned 
Mr, Jones. 

**Oh, no, dear, we dropped in at Mra. Blos- 
som’s and saw her new tonnet and had some 
nice raspberry cordial, and I ran over to Mrs. 
Mancey’s—I was so near—and borrowed her 
recipe for snow pudding, and, oh, Jeptha, I saw 
the Smith twinlets—the sweet little things—a 
boy and a girl, or a girl and a boy, I forget 
which, and on our way home I looked in—why, 
where are you going, Mr. Jones? I haven’t 
toid you half yet. 

** Maria, I’m going down to see if our watch- 
man is on duty. If there were any other places 
that you visited, you can tell me to-morrow. I 
wonder you got home at all, I do.” 


— et Oe 


The Parting. 


It was five o'clock p.m.,and George Mont- 
gomery hai been spending the afternoon with 
Lillian Luray. 

‘** Good-bye, darling,” he said fondly, as they 
stood*in the darkened vestibule. 

** Good-bye, George,” she murmured, nestling 
her head in the time-honored place. 

** Good-bye.” 

‘*Good-bye.” 

‘In every parting, dearest, there is the im- 
age of death,’ he whispered, holding her close 
and kissing her passionately, ‘‘and we may 
never met again.” 

**Oh, George, darling,” she said, clinging to 
him almost fiercely. 

** Who koows, my own, what may happen be- 
tween this hour and when we meet again?” 

* Mizpah,” she breathed, and threw her arms 
about him convulsively. 

‘* Yes, darling,” he spoke tremulously, ‘‘let 
us keep that word as our shield and armor.” 

**And you will come back to me; to your 
own li'tle loving Lillian, George; the same 
beautiful and brave George you have always 
been?” 

“Trust me, 


George 

* Oh, darling,” she said, strong in the faith 
of woman, “T do trust you. How could I love 
= so if [I did not?” and she kissed him 
‘oO 


Lillian, darling; trust your 


ndly. 
«Then I shall come again, Lillian my own.” 
‘**But when, George? When?” she asked 
anxiously. 

* At eight this evening, darling.’ 

‘Oh, George,” she wailed, ‘‘ will it be so long 
as that? So long. so long?” 

He took her ia his strong arms, tenderly. 

** Darling,” he whispered, ‘“‘ make it half-past 
seven!” 

And it came to pass as he had spoken.— 
Detroit Free Press. 
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A Serious Matter. 

‘They tell me that young Charley Dudeleigh 
of the ‘Maid of Athens’ Combination was ar- 
rested in Troy last week.” 

* Yes; it cast a damper on the whole com- 


an i oe 
pe What was the charge—serious?” 
*' Yes; impersonating an actor.” 


“ When I said ‘Good night’ he asked me if I 
was going to join my senora, and then I told 


Next day the eager citizens recognized Cas- 
tallo; and the general, moved by the pride and 


Were I master I 
should once more return you to liberty, and to 
You are a 
soldier and you know our first duty is to obey 


“True,” said Castallo, as he bent his head, 


The general then offered to grant anything 
in the way of a request which the brigand 
‘Command me,” he said, “ for I 


“Yes!” 


said he, “let me die the death of a brave man, 
It matters little, 


The soldiers were drawn up ina Jine and 
their gleaming bayonets flashed in the sun- 
On a mound of earth stood the general 
and Castallo, whilst the rays of sunset threw 


Castallo looked away to themountains where 
ined he saw Juantilia and his wife 
wearily waiting for him who came not. A 


hand of the general in his, no longer the 
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Correspondence Coupon. 


logical study sent in. 


address Correspondence Column. 
companied by coupons are not studied. 


A Sunscainsr.—The 13th Hussars left Toronto in 1869. 
ta till you send it along. 


modating nature, generosity, a good 


character fa 
endpe. 


are shown. 
a “comfy” plump creature. 


has dainty tastes, refinement being noticed. 
I have written to in time. 


dowed with the finer qualities. 


pose. I could not 


nality. 


to the mark, reflect that 


very different style from your last. 
CaraKoLt.—l. The Englishman, self-contented, but mis- 


the Frenchman, animated and emotional; the Spaniard, 
indiffsrent and not enterprising, the [tslian contented and 
hot-tempered ; the Irishman, open-hearted but improvi- 
dent ; the Scotchman, tenacious and clannish ; the Ameri- 
can, self-satisfied but undignified. 2 Yes. 3 If she pre- 
fers to walk alone, and declines politely, no one can take 
offence. 4. Idon’t think your writing is formed enough 
for satisfactory study. 

Ir.—This correspondent isa most selfwilled and impul- 
sive person, concise and short in epeech, but j 1st and 
honest in action. He isso careless that some one should 
always look atter him, so hopeful and fond of fun that they 
wouldn’t find it a tiresome task. A bulidog for persistent 
clinging to any desired object, and though very wi'fal and 
self-sufficient, yet blessed with a good share of affection 
and sympathy. I have just made four consecutive studies 
whose maia point is uncontrolled and misdirected ¢ffort, 
and I feel quite exhausted from looking at them. 


Miexnon.—Your writing is not very legible, but ite faults 
are those of haste and carelessness. It would develop 
well, if you cared to make it. Y.u are tenacious, discreet, 
a little mistrustful, ambitious ; you need to cultivate sym- 
pathy, tact and self-control, and ut temper would be 
the better for a little sweetening. think you are hard to 
please, but you have decided ability and enough persever- 
ance ; with good training and self-denial, which you will 
not take kindly to, you may command the respect of a 
large circle, and the love of a chosen few. A very decided 
self-assertion and unwillingness to be led is seen. 


Qreen-Jonks.—This young man ie clever and has very 
bright and taking ways, he is iudependent and weil 
balanced, honest, a little obstinate and fond of his own 
way, mirthful, ambitious, persevering, and although he is 
dreadful enough to accuse the yo arene editor of be- 
ing in league with the powers of darkness, said editor has 
sincere admiration for his many charming 4 1alities, among 
which love of beauty, correct taste, and quick intuition and 
sympathy are gracefully present. At the risk of inflating 
him to his ruin, I would gently add that heis decidedly 
of ready wit, and has enough common sense to serve him 
thro’ life. 

Foutty.—No second delineation 18 permitted in this 
column. 1. I should hate to give you the chance, if I did 
not want you to take it. 2. You would make a good wife 
to a certain kind of husband, but you would be the death 
of a certain other kind. 3. it is very sweet of you to tell 
me how you want your questions answered, but I have a 
foolish preference for foliowing my own plan. If you were 
not satisfied before I hope you are this time. You sent the 
right coupon, certainly. Theré isn’t any other that you 
could send. Now, don’t be a goose, Folly, never mind 
about your bad points, cherish your good ones, and if the 
fates have a husband for you, he'll come all right. 

Vic —This is the second study from your town which 
has apparently miscarried. Iam sorry, but I have never 
received your first that I know of. If so, it has been 
delin already. But in case it has not, here you go 
again. You are wanting in tact and perception, but are 
honest and sincere, determined and a little self-willed, 
rath r reticent, a trifl: selfish, and peculiar in opinion. I 
think you are self-conscious and not very consistent, have 
small hope, and are careless of details ard indifferent as to 
results. Your writing certainly is far from beautiful, but is 
very plain, and has some excellent lines. Thanke for your 
kind wishes, which I beg to reciprosate. 

Mveains —1. I have read Bellamy’s Looking Backward 
several times, but not critically, only believingly and 
acq tiescently. I once did hear a debate upon it by some 
young men, but it did not give me any ideas for or against 
that held water. Oae was that@orporations did not serve 
the public as well as private concerns, and that monopolies 
of all sorte were objectionable, but space lacks to tell you 
of the rocks en which they split. 2 I am glad you find 
the correspondence column interesting. I believe also in 

hrenology, having had my bumps very correctly told, but 

have never made a study of it. Your writiog is char- 
acteristic but rather diffi sult to etudy, as itis not decided 
in style or form. You are rather hopeful, painstaking, 
candid, generally discreet, " to be influenced by outer 
circumstances, generous and kind-heartea 

S.oees —An ou ken, rather gauche, but very well put 
together individual with large opinion of your self, and 
irratic impulses toward others, ambition and love of suc- 
cess isin everyline, but caprice mars an otherwise strong 
study. You need sitting on for an indefinite period by the 
heavy pressure of crooked circumstances to bring you into 
line. You cling to your purpose sometimes, though, and 
if you could manage to dilute the strength of your pre- 
judices and restrain your impulses you will achieve a suc- 
cess worth working for’ A certain wit, out not humor, 
a certain honest and direct method, some originality, and 
a decided lack of sympathy and refined taste are shown. 
It is quite impossible to say from a graphological study to 
what sex the writer belongs, but I should risk the state 
ment that you are a woman of the rather pronnounced 
type. All those traite which I have mentioned give to my 
fancy such a picture that [| tremble at my own temerity. 

Areument.—Decided ideality, originality and a very 
obstinate and determined will, d on conscientiousness, 
lack of perception and sympathy, but ability to grasp and 
sift facta, and tenacity as well as rather a diffi sult temper. 
This writing is interesting because it shows two extremes 
of strength and weakness, Writer is strong towards 
others, but weak towards himself. I cannot further ex- 
plain, but leave it for your meditation. Yes I think the 
profession you of would be very suitable, but will 
need all your discipline to succeed in. I am breaking 
a rule in sending your delineation without receiving a 
coupon, but for once, it nee go. I thick if you'd some 
Delwarte curves of grace beauty into your writing you 
could make it lees heartbreaking and not destroy ite 
strength, which at suffers from awkward manner- 
igm, much ae the writer probably does himself. 


Chinese Cookery. 


The Chinese are a nation of cooks. There is 
scarcely an individual in their vast community 
who is not more or less competent to cook him- 
self a respectable dinner, 

Chinese tradition points to a date, some 
thousands of years before the Christian era, at 
which an inspired ruler of old first taught 
mankind the application of fire to food. But, 
without wishing to be irreverent, we think it 
desirable to confine our investigations to 
periods of greater historical certainty. 

The peasant sits down to a dinner cooked by 
the hand of his wife or daughter-in-law. In 
large establishments the cooks are invariably 
men. 

Half a dozen coolies will squat round a 
bucket of steaming rice and from four to six 
small savory dishes of stewed cabbage, onions 
scraps of fat pork, cheap fish, etc. They fill 
their bowls a discretion from the bucket. 
They help themselves discreetly with their 
chop sticks from the various relishes provided. 

On ordinary occasions even a wea'thy China- 
man will sit downto some such simple fare, 





The above coupon must accompany every grapho- 
The Editor requests ocorres- 
pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphological 
studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
including several capital letters. 2. Letters will pe an- 
swered in their order, unless under unusual circumstances. 
Correspondents need not take up their own and the editor's 
time by writing reminders and requests for haste. 3. Quo- 
tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please 
Enclosures unless ac- 


Ba.vy.—How did you come to forget your coupon’ Ta- 


SaMUELA.—Strong will, individuality, rather an accom- 
opinion of yourself, 
tenacity of ee carefulness, a very level head, a 

1 of common sense and sure to attain her 


Pintris.—Some ideality, love of company and social in- 
tercourse, rather indiscreet speech, self-will, tenacity, 
faulty judgment, great kindnews and amiability, ambition 
and good self-esteem, determined opinions and constancy 


Burrercur.—This writing isin the main characteristics 
similar to that of Mignon, but has better self-control and 
excellent temper, as well as less need cf added care for de- 
tails. I don’t believe you are willowy, I fancy you rather 


Marietta L. Smita.—Cheerful, conversational, rather 
wed ted to opinion, humorous and very constant in friend- 
ship, though not apt to waste affection, hope is not prom- 
inent nor is sense of beauty shown, though writer possibly 


PAGANINI —I am quite sure you will succeed if you work 
faithfully. You have decided talent and a strong idealistic 
tvuri. Some excelient publications on the violin can be had 
of mnsic dealers. I will give you a few names next week, 
and also the terms you ask about if I hear from the friend 


Goop-FOR NOTHING. — Marked imagination, determined 
eff ort, open-heartedness, good temper, lack of buoyancy, 
but strong energy, originality, impatience, some impru- 
dence of speech, hopeful rather than despondent, but not 
ambitious; a strong, active person, not very richly en- 


Jo.—Good sequence of ideas, consistency, some frank- 
ness, perseverance, care, rather good temper, constancy, 
little generosity or sympathy, some ability and honeet pur- 
possibly advise you asto what would 
suit you best. I think you have sufficient patien:e to mas- 
ter difficulties, but not much energy, enterprise nor origi- 


NriL.—See answer to Folly. I must add that I am glad 
the change has taken place. The cure for sensitivenes is 
common sense, and a small idea of your own merits. Ifa 
person tell you by word or action that you don’t come up 
possibly they are right and in- 
stead of resenting, profit by the criticism. This letter is in 


trustful of others ; the German, dictatorial and obstinate ; 








served indeed on a table instead of on the | 

ound, but in almost equally simple style. It 
is only whena banquet is substituted for the 
usual meal that eating is treated seriously as a 
fine art, in a manner worthy its: importance to 
the human race. Then the guests willassemble 
between two and four p.m., and will remain 
steadily at the table until any. hour from ten 
p.m. te midnight. Pipes are lighted between 
the courses and a wh ff or two of light tobacco- 
smoke is inhaled into the lungs, while within 
easy reach of the table, if the festivity is at all 
on a grand scale, the deafening noise of a theat- 
rical performance continues almost without in- 
termission.— Temple Bar, 
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They Were her Father’s. to the care of the skin. 


The London Man of the World says: Take 
them for all in all, and even throwing the 
Star man in, we have no journalistic inter- 
viewers here to equal the Americans. Here 
for cee $ 2 

* One of the most pleasant interviews I ever 
— tae an on I came to ask 

er about Lillie Grub, and she tol 
déal about Emma Carson. eee 

‘* Won't you have a cigar sir,’ said Miss 
Carson, at one juncture of the interview as she 
brought out a tin box witha sponge and a lot 
of smokables in it.- ‘They’re my dear father’s 
cigars,’ added Miss Carson, somewhat unneces- 
sarily. ‘I imported them for him, and keep 
them in the flat for him. My dear father calls 
here very often.’ 

a Thanks,’ said I, with a skeptical smile. 

‘The mention of fathers and mothers in 
unprofessiunal circles almost always makes 
me smile, 

“As l rose to go and stepped into the vesti- 
bule, I noticed a mackintosh, a lot of fashion- 
able hats, canes, a couple of natty umbrellas 
hanging and standing in the bat rack. 

** Miss Carson, do all these things also be- 
long to your dear father?’ I asked with a know- 
ing look. 

_ |’ Miss Carson saw that 1 was ‘on to her,’ as 
it were, smiled, and gently shoved me into the 


of this subject, 
drying it. 
ence. 


this class is Alaska 
dressing, has no equal. 


plexion clear, soft and white. 


provement of the complexion.” 


PRICE 25c. PER BOTTLE 


STUART W. JOHNSTON 


TORONTO 





MERICAN FAIR 











hall. 334 Yonge St. and | Toront 
No Wonder, 191 Yonge St., near Queen / eer 
‘Were you out to the races yesterday 
Bloomer ?’ i ; 


ce was out at the races yesterday.” 
I thought so. Were the races good ?” 

1. ee 

“Wasn't the day perfect for racing?” 

‘*T believe so.” 7 

** Wasn't there a large attendance ?” 

** Yes.” 

‘Didn't Jim Jam equal the mile anda quar- 
ter roeced ?” j 

“That’s what they claim.” . “* ’ ’ 

‘““ Weren't two jockeys killed in the hurdle $9. Girls’ or Boys Own Manuel 


race?” . . 
“That's what they told me.” $1.59, Acme Shoe 
Dressing 19¢., tip top 19c. Ebony 


In our February sale—A great 
variety of best new goods cheap, 
Web- 
ster's Great Dictionary $1.49, thou- 
sands of which have sold for $8 to 


less than half usual price. 


hat’ worth $2. 
woo t Flip Flap break the mile record?” 
* Yes.” 


“If you call yesterday’s races rank, what 
under the sun do you call good racing ?” 
** When I can pick a winner.” 


or Nonsuch Stove Polish toc.: best 








Pipe Varnish 12c., worth 25c.; 60 
ft. best Jute Clothes Lines 9c., 


worth 29c.; Lantern, hinged and guarded, 39: , worth 75. 
Splendid display of Table Cutlery, best makes, celluloid 
handled, Dinner Knives, $2.25 per doz , worth $3 50; bone 
handled, $106 per doz, worth $175. Nickle Forks and 
Spoons, 7c. each up. A great variety of Framed Mirrors 
3>., worth 5>,andsoonup. Bird Cagesin good variety, 
50 p. c. off value; beautiful Brass Cage 99°, worth $2; 
Square Painted Cage 64». Pillow Sham Holders 25c., 
many hundred of which have heen sold in this city at 75c. 
Come and eeé 10,000 other things as cheap. 


W. H. BENTLEY 


A Name. 


The recent death of Pierre d’Alcantara Marie 
de Guadalupe Therese Isabel Francisco d’ Assise 
Gabriel Sebastien Christine de Bourbon y Bour- 
bon, Duke of Durcal, a grandee of Spain and a 
member of the Spanish Royal family, encour 
ages the belief that an additional length to 
ones name is no protection against the fell de- 
stroyer. The fact that Mr. Bourbon was a 
youngish man in the prime of life, tends still 
further to show the inadequacy of his various 
cognomens as a safeguard. 

Let American mothers take warning trom 
this and refrain from giving their sons such 
names as Peter of Newark, Maria of Jones- 
boro, Teresa Isabella Frank of Springfield, 
Gabriel Sebastian Christina of Robinson and 
Robinson. 











Two Long-Felt Wants 
Jinks—By George! I've struck it. I'll be 
rich in five vears, 
Winks— What at? 
**Going to start an intelligence office.” 
**Huh! Nothing new about that.” 

_“* Wait till you see me. I'll have a regular 
line of cabs, and send ’em around every morn- 
ing to all my customers.” 

‘* What for?” 
“To leave a fresh girl and take yesterday's 
girlaway. Just think of it! For the mis- 
! 


tresses, a new girl every morning ; for the girls. 
a new place every day. There’s millions in it.” 


FOR SALE AT ALL 





The Wrong Name. 


Mistress—Ellen, when you have company in 
the kitchen, they must be more quiet. I heard 
hilarity here last night, an¢—— 

Ellen—Sure, ma’am, Oi'’ve not seen a Larrity 
since I left Tullamore. ’T was Misther Hogan, 
the junk man ; an’ the jokes av him wud make 
the Pope himself die wid laughin’ ! 

—_—-_—- oe 


She Found an Explanation. 


“* You see, Mrs, Oilriz,” said the suave young 
man, ‘they called them * Canaanites’ because 
they came from Canaan.’ 

‘*Oh, I understand,” said the old lady affably. 
“There’s something that Mr. Oilriz knowed 
and I didn’t.” 

** Indeed ?” 

“Yes. Hehad heard that you spent severai 
years in Paris, and he spoke of you yesterday 


»” 


*WOTUFMOG OY INO|INOAL 49791) O8av_ Uy puy 
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ASK’ FOR THEM. 


| 


| CURE FITS! 


When I say I cure I do not mean merely to stop them 
tor a time and then have them return again, I_ mean a 
radical cure. I have made the disease of FITS, EPILEP. 
SY or FALLING SICKNESS a life-long study. I warrant 
my remedy to cure the worst cases. Because others have 
failed is no reason for not now receiving a cure. Send at 
once for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible 
are Give EXPRESS and POST-OFFICE. 


Root, M. CG. 186 ADELAIDE ST. 


as ‘a Parisite. EST, ORONTO, ONT. 
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A Mean Woman, ¥ 
First Fioor-walker—Talk about meanness ! 
That woman ino the black silk is a reg’lar o'd 
miser, I ll bet. 
es rvs “ AKI N G 
her waiting for her change, she hasn't moved POW D E Qe 
around once to look at the other sorts of goods 


prices ? 
she wants, Ispoe. | ~=— THECOOK'SBEST FRIEND 








Did she haggle over 


First Floor-walker—No: she selected her 
things, and paid for 'em fast enough. But dur- 
ing the whole seventeen minutes we've kept 


IN A DAY. 


LAWRNCE, Kans., U.S. A., Aug. 9, 1888. 


George Patterson fell from a second-story 
window, striking a fence. I found him using 


ST.JACOBS OIL... 


He used it freely all over his bruises. I saw 
Y him next morning at work. All the blue spots 

rapidly disappeared, leaving neither pain, 

scar nor swelling. C. K. NEUMANN, M.D. 


“ALL RIGHT! ST. JACOBS OIL DID IT."" 


*Pozzoni’s 


COMPLEXION 





" SEASON 


is she who pays the most assiduous attention 


Indeed she*goes to great lengths in the study 

Sbe never rubs her face in 
She never exposes it to the cold 
without protection. She uses only such pre- 
= as are of standard purity and excel- 


One of the most important preparations of 
ream, which, as a skin 

She writesof Alaska 
Cream : “‘As a protection to the complexion 
against the roughening and hardening effect 
of cold winds your Alaska Cream is simply 
superb, and as a cosmetic it keeps the com- 
s ; As it is neither 
greasy nor sticky and is nicely perfumed, it is 
most agreeable to use, and I can recommend it 
to all interested in the preservation and im- 
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genial pianist 


ne one of 
|} residents, 
} gave the last 
if} of his three 
concerts ‘on 
Tuesday even- 
ing last in the 


Department. 
His audience 


was large in spite of the blizzard, and was 
more fashionable and select than ever. Mr. 
Boscovitz’s programme was one of infinite 


away any notions of one sidedness 
that might have been induced by his fine 
rendering of a Chopin programme at his pre- 
vious concerts. He opened witha really power- 
ful composition by J. C. Nichelmann, who was 
a pupil of the great Sebastian Bach. It was 


instruments which figured in theevolution of the 
present pianoforte. The score used by Mir. Bos- 
covitz was prepared by Franz Liszt, and theau- 
dience of Tuesday evening was treated toamost 
original conception, embellished by the glow- 
ing and fertile mind of the old virtuoso. Liszt 
was farther represented by three compositions 
of sufficiently diverse character to show the 
adaptability of Mr. Boscovitz’s talent to the 
sonorous yet sensuous periods of the sage of 

For brilliancy of effect his rendering 


has seldom been equalled in the hearing of 
Toronto audiences. He then followed with a 


collection of elegant morceaux, among which | Conductor Toronto Philharmonic Society. 


novelties were Massengt’s Venice, Barqtel’s 
Mennetto, and Godard’s Serenade Mauresque. 
Besides these were five pieces by Chopin—a 
Nocturne, an Impromptu, the Butterfly Ecude, 
a Mazurka, a Valse; an Air de Danse by Hannel, 







































Mennetto by the performer. 
Mr. 


admirable 


Boscovitz's 


served well to display 
play 


brilliant techniqu2 
of light and shade, a 
of tonecolor at his command. The audi- 
ence was instructing in its applause and a 
most enjoyable evening was spent. Miss 
Edyth Kingsmill sang Shelley's Love’s Sorrow 
and Boscovitz’s A Dream and the Waking. 
She has a very sweet voice, but the effective- 
ness of her singing was somewhat marred by 
her nervousness. Mr. Douglas Bird sang Clay’s 
I'll Sing the Songs of Araby. 


The Lacrosse Club Minstrels are Shining at 
the Academy of Music in all the glory of burnt 


Saturpay Nicut. Next week brings us the 
Harmony Club in Millocker’s Beggar Student, 
in which some seventy young ladies and gen- 
tlemen expect to give a good account of them- 
selves. Rehearsals, both musical and dramatic, 
are going on every day and evening and all 
signs point to the realization of the best effort 
yet made by our popular opera club, 


Paderewski, the pianist, who set the Ameri- 
can musical world on fire, will be here on Fri- 
day next, and will prove a great treat and 
study to the lovers of the pianoforte, 


The following letter has reached this office, 
and makes interesting reading: 
Editor Saturday Night : 

Sir,—In alluding to Philharmonic Society 
matters your musical editor makes some state- 
ments which, however friendly in intention, 
may nevertheless produce misconception as to 
real facts, andI therefore beg to answer some 
of them. 

Referring to the financial position of the so- 
ciety twelve years ago, when he asserts it was 
on the rocks, he says: ‘“‘ Yet it was there once 
before, and the financial administration of Mr, 
Samuel Nordheimer (who, I would say, has 
always been a friend of the society) pulled 
it through to a state of comparative finan- 
cial comfort.” He does not state, how- 
ever, that to effect this happy state 
of things the conductor's salary was very 
materially drawn upon, although services to 
full value had been rendered. The * panacea” 
for the present ills of the society presented by 
your musical editor is ‘‘make the concerts 
popular.” What this implies is not made clear, 
and it cannot be said this has not already been 
done. Even the very policy he advocates of 
one oratorio and one miscellaneous concert 
has been the actual plan adopted for years, 
The design for which the Philharmonic 
Society was created has had to be kept in 
view, and should this not be done, amongst 
those first to note a lower line of work would 
be found, no doubt, your musical editor. As to 
the refiections cast *‘ that in Toronto the public 
interest is waning in oratorios as performed 
here,” *‘ attention to detail and finish,” *‘ only 
the broadest and coarsest effects,” etc., I quote 
from his own notice of the Elijah and Eve per- 
formances by the Philharmonic Society last 
season in SATURDAY NiGut, April 11, 1891: 

‘The orchestra was the best the society has 
ever had, and played splendidly after the first 
few numbers of the oratorio, the accompani- 
ments to the soloists never having been played 
better in the history of the society. The string 
tone especially was rich and clear. Ona the 
second evening Massenet’s work, which is rich 
and sensuous in its orchestration, was well 
played and formed a delightful tone picture 
apart from its vocal incidents. The chorus of 
the Philharmonic Society always comes out 
well in Elijah, and in the present case well 
maintained its reputation. It was well bal- 
anced, with very correct intonation, and 
with very 00 attacks, The dashing 
choruses were sung with fire and spirit, 
and the shading of the choruses on both 
evenings was better than the society had 
ever shown before. In Eve the difficulties 
were somewhat apparent, but Mr. Torrington 
pulled everything through.” The above quota- 
tion from your musical editor's own report may 
serve to answer as to how the Philharmonic 
chorus sing, and as to how the “oratorios” are 
heard ‘‘as performed here.” The slight cis- 
crepancy between his opinions then and before 
the society has given a performance this sea- 
son, may be understood by himself, but to 
others is a sort of conundrum. 

Again I take issue with him, and consider 
him to be entirely wrong in his conclusions 
and reflections upon those of our singers whom 
he classes under the elegant term “ duffers.” 

These are the workers, and do the singing, 
whilst those who think they need no practice 
and who come in for the concerts, really be- 
come the dangerous elements and produce 
whatever of ceneeey may b2 at times ap- 
parent at the public performances. 

For the information cf the publ'c, who may 
be led to imagine that the salary of the con- 
ductor of the Philharmonic Scc'ety which is 


i laced by your musical editor under the head of 
Music, The Guehter Amount, allow me to state plainly, 
that when I was a ee = 

come here I was engaged by the armonic 

REDE RIC | Society asconductor for thesum of five hundred 
Boscovitz, the | dollars per season, but which amount I did not 
always get. 
. the salary has been set down at seven hun- 
who is now! dred dollars, but which I have not always re- 
our | ceived either. 
of the chorus and orchestra, two nights per 
week, and not infrequently the solo vocalists 
also, the work aggregating as much, if not 
more, than that done by any other 
of our local conductors put together. 


to the conductor of the Philharmonic Society, 
| which 
fei} Public Hall of | fluence in some quarters, would not compensate 
me for the work done, even if I got it all. 
Should it be any comfort to your musical 
editor or of interest generally to know just 
what I have received lately, [may say that I 
prepared the local work for the followin 


certs : 
Elijah and Eve (2), and the Leo (2), training 


chorus, orchestra and some of the soloists and 


variety, and his rendition of its numbers took | playing accompaniments, for which I received 
on his part | the sum total of four hundred dollars, and that 

this season Iam conducting the Pnoilharmonic 
Society without an engagement even. 
not faith in the good work of the society, and 
belief in its mission, the financial gain in con- 
nection with it would not hold me one week. 
If your musical editor wants to know anything 
more about the “‘ greater amount” paid to me, 

composed in 1733 for the clavicembello, one ofthe | I can give him all the information he desires, 
either privately or publicly. 

would say that the public of Toronto ought to 
sustain the Philharmonic Society as a most 
important factor in the musical education of 
our city, and its executive (Phil. Soc.) should 


not have 
conductor's earnings to meet deficiencies for 


which he is not in any way responsible. 
has been done several times, however. The real 
reason why adequate financial support is not 
secured to cover the Pailharmonic Society’s 
season's operations, is only too well known to 


me. 

Weimar. the conductor's province. 

of Weber’s well known Invitation ala Valse —— conclusions are very wide of 
e mark, 


that the manner in which this column has 
been conducted since SAruRDAY NiGHrT's first 
issue was given to the public, has established 
Schumann’s Slumber song, Saint Saens Etude, | thecustom—which seldom found objectionsonly 
and a Danse Bretonne and Queen Elizabeth when a truth, not so palatable as indiscrimin- 

These pieces ate praise, has been placed before my readers 
—of giving free comment and occasional sug- 
and gestion over Metronome’s signature. 
s well as the wealth | times this has given umbrage, presumably so in 
the present instance. 
illusion to the Philharmonic Society in the issue 
of two weeks ago is read dispassionately, noth- 
ing will be found that is in any way inimical to 
that society. 
will and give advice that has been admitted to 
be good by everyone to whom I have spoken on 
the subject. 
admitted by even Mr. Torrington, who seems 
to take exception 
points 
based. He complains that I do not make it 
cork, too late for notice in the present issue of | clear what is implied by making the concerts 
popular, yet he says “it cannot be said that 
this has not been done,” showing that to him, 
at all events, my meaning was quite clear. 


concert, the answer to the conundrum he pro- 
pounds to himself may be found in my state- 
ment that “the shading of the choruses on 
both evenings was better than the society had 
ever shown before.” 


somewhere and “learn the tune.” 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 




































































Since then, for a few years past, 


The duties involve the training 


two 
The 


greater amount” supposed to be paid 


seems to have a_ disturbing in- 


con- 
The last series, Gilmore (2), Zerrahn (2), 


Had I 


In conclusion I 


to draw periodically upon the 


This 


The remedy, however, do:2s not lie within 
On this point your 


I am yours, etc., 
F. H. ToRRINGTON, 


* 


In commenting on the above, I can only say 


Some- 


Nevertheless, when my 
On the contrary, I show good 
I think that this much will be 


to some of the 
conclusions were 


rather 


on which my 


As 
to his quotation from my account of the Elijah 


. 


As to the ‘‘duffers,” there is not so much in- 


elegance in the use of the term as there is in 


the efforts of those who have earned it, whom 
Mr. Torrington has frequently urged to go 
No man 
knows better than Mr. Torrington what trouble 
these people have given, and while it is kind 


and loyal of him to stand up for those of his 
choristers who answer this description, it is the 


height of folly to depend on such material 
in the future, because such a policy is simply 


out of date to-day. Those who come in late, 


**thinking they need no practice,” would turn 
up sooner if they did not feel that the principal 
benefit they derive from early and frequent 
attendance was the privilege of tearing their 
voices out trying to show their neighbors 
what and how to sing. With the de- 
tails affecting Mr. Torrington’s salary I have 
nothing to do, and it would be an impertinence 
on my part were! to seek light from him on 
that point, yet I must suggest that his salary 
is greater than those of the Vocal Society con- 
ductors, and if this salary bas not been paid in 
its entirety it only goes to show that the policy 
or management of his society has something in 
its details that will bear amendment or im- 
provement. 


The salary of the conductor is not the only 
greater obligation incurred, when the finances 
of the Philharmonic Society are compared with 
those of its sister organizations. The orchestra, 
as already indicated, is a factor of even 
larger proportions in the difference of the 
financial resuits, but Mr. Torrington rather dis- 
ingenuously ignores this, and seeks to make me 
appear to have fired a shot at him alone. 
A reperusal of my previous article on this sub- 
ject will show him that my sympathies are 
with himin his efforts, but that I disapprove 
of the manner in which the chorus has been 
recruited. Whatever may be said or felt on 
the subject by a conductor whose heart is in 
his work and who is proud of the successes he 
can place on his shield, it is impossible 
to-day to carry on the work of the 
Philharmonic Society with successful finan- 
cial and artistic results, unless the back- 
bone of the whole affair, the chorus, is organ- 
iz:ed with competeat—readily competent— 
material, so that the conductor may practice 
his chorus more for artistic results than for 
mere notations. Shutting one’s eyes to this 
fact will be too much like the ostrich to achieve 
succ2ss in the present day. METRONOME, 





A Mystery. 

Mr. Younghusband (coming home finds his 
wife at the stove)—So you are doing your own 
cooking? Tell me, now, what is that you are 
cooking at that stove, Molly? 

Molly—¥ ou mustn't have so much curiosity. 
I don’t know myself yet what it is going to be. 
—Texas Siftings. 





cehidioeaelae take 
An Area-Bell Pull, 
The Rector's Wife—And how have you 


managed to get alongthis winter, Mrs. Murphy? 
Mrs, Murphy—Sure, Ma-am; wid the hele 6’ 
God and a few servant girls I've pulled trough, 


Mr. Laffan (Humorist, looking up suddenly 
from his ee, dear, I do wish 
break yourself of t 
out loud when you are reading, 
expect me to do any writing. 

Mrs. Laffan. —But it’s the manuscript of your 
own book I’m reading, dear. 

Mr. Laffan.—Ah, yes—certainly, of course ! 
Ah—what was I saying? 
how much more work I can do at home than I 
could at the office, isn’t it, Maria? 


Customer.—So you have discharged that new 


man? 
Barber.—Yes ; he handled the razor with 


considerable finesse, but his shampoo rubs 
lacked technique. 





Artists and Teachers’ Graduating Courses 


Scholarships, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, &c. 


School of Elocution and Oratory 
Comprising one and two year courses, with diploma, under 
the direction of Mr. 8. 


(Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 


Miss McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 


(Formerly a resident piano teacher at the Bishop 


Will be prepared to receive pupils in Harmony and Piano 
Playing on and after September 2, at her residence 


Teaches Piano, 


Or residence— 


DELSARTE SYSTEM OF EXPRES- 


TEACHER OF ELOCUTION AND PHYSICAL 


MB; W. EDGAR BUCK, Bass Soloist 
Musical Director Toronto Vocal Society 


cution in the Italian Lyric and Dramatic School. 
Choirs, &. 


W e Studied in Germany with the famous teachers— 
M. Krause, Dr. S. Jadassohn, Ruthardt, Papperitz and 


Hofmann. 
action, wrist and arm movement, rhythm phrasing, etc., 
and a perfect, artistic style. 
of piano playing and harmony at the Toronto College of 
Music, Moulton Ladies’ Ccllege and Miss Veals’ School 
for Young Ladies. 








and TE4CHEBS’ 



























It had Just Struck Him. 
ou would 


at silly habit of laughing 
How do you 


Oh, yes—wonderful 





Not up to The Mark. 


He was a good shaver. 


Hon, G. W. ALLAN 


@corporatea 
1886 


TORONTO 


nseRVA apy 


in ALL BRANCHES of Music. University affiliation. 


H. CLARK, a special feature. 
(Special Calendar issued for this department.) 


EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 


DIRECTOR 
Conservatory School of Elocution 


632 Church Street 
AT THE 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 
rachan School, Toronto.) 
6 St. Joseph Street, Toronto. 
Pupils of Ladies’ Colleges taught at reduction in terms. 


P. HUNT 
Graduate of Leipzig Conservatory of Music. 


Organ, Theory 


Toronto Conservatory of Music 
150 Wilton Avec. 


ION. 
MARGUERITE A. BAKER 
Graduate of Boston School of Oratory, 


CULTURE 


Open for reading engagements. 455 Church St, __ 


Formerly pupil of Mauuel Garcia, London, Eng. 


Pupils received in Singing, Voice Development and Elo- 


Engagements accepted for Concerts, Oratorio, 
Residence, 555 Church Street, 


O. FORSYTH (Piano Specialist) 


Special care regarding tone production, finger 


Teacher in the highest grades 


11? College Street 





TORONTO COLLEGE 





ARTISTS 


CERTIFICATES 
DIPLOMAS (LIMITED) 
Send for calender. F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Director. 


ALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN 


Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 


8 Buchanan St., and Toronto College of Music 


LOYD N. WA INS 
Church Street 


303 
Thorough instruction o - Guitar, Mandolin and 


ther. 


DeUsLAs BIRD, Tenor Soloist 


CONCERT, CHURCH, ORATORIO 
For termsaddress— 44 Pembroke St.. Toronto 


R. F. WARRINGTON 
BARITONE 


Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist 


Church, Toronto 


Will receive pores in Voice Culture, at his residence, 12 


eaton Street, Toronto. 
OPEN FOR CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 
R. A. S. VOGT 


Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis Street 
Baptist Church 


Teacher in the advanced grades of the Pianoforte at the 


Toronto College of Music, Moulton Ladies’ Ccllege and 
Dufferin Houde. 


Residence 605 Church Street. 


R. ROBERT MAHR, Violinist 
Graduate of the Royal Academy of Music, Berlin, 


and pupil of Prof. Joachim, will receive pupils at his resi 
dence, 44 Gloucester St. Open for concert engagements. 


HAMILTON 


COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


Oor. Main and Charles Streets 
Fall staff of thoroughly qualified and eminent teachers 
n all branches of music. CERTIFICATES and DIPLO- 


MAS GRANTED. 
The grade system similar to that adopted in the Schools 


is in use, with Quarterly Reports to Parente and Guardians. 
The College is particularly well adapted for RESIDENT 
STUDENTS, where they are not only surrounded with 
homelike comforte and influences, but are under the con- 
stant supervision of tne Director and resident Teachers, 
thereby making their stay in the College a daily lesson. 
Send for our Catalogue 1891-92. For any further infor- 


mation apply to— 
D. J. O'BRIEN, Director. 


SUCCRSS OF THE SEASON 
BRIGADE LANCERS 


Price 50 Cents 
Of all newsdealers or mailed by 


Anglo-Canadian Musio Publishers’ Association 
68 King St. West, Toronto ; 


DR. McLAUGHLIN, DENTIST, 


_ Speotal attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 


VITALIZED AIR FREE 


I will insert the best teeth on rubber or celluloid for $8 
and $10, and include extracting with the air, for one 


.. A. RISK 








Cor. College and Yonge Streets. 


NEW DENTAL OFFICE 


Lately opened by M. F. SMITH 


(Late over Molsons Bank) is superior to anything of the 
kind in this country in the perfectnese of ite fittings, etc., 
as well as comfortable accommodation. 


Canada Life Assurance Building, King 8t. West 


Office hours—9 a.m. to 9 p.m. 


month. Come early. 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


TELEPHONE 1476 


DENTIST 


Graduate and Medalist of Royal College of Dental Sugeons 


86 Yonge Street, near King Street 
First-class patronage solicited. : 


Miss NORMA REYNOLDS 


SOPRANO SOLOIST 
Pupil of W. Elliott Haslam. Concert, Oratorio, Church. 


Engagements at private houses accepted. Pupile received. 
Places of absent members of church choirs filled. The 
Canadian Musical Bureau, 172 Yonge St.; also 


odie, 120 Page Conservatory Calendar sent free to any | Toronte College of Muste and 86 Major St. 
Mention this paper. 


S. H, CLARK 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 


Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Srgan, Piano and Harmony 


94 Gloucester Street 


Mss MARIE C. STRONG 


PRIMO-CONTRALTO 


Teacher of Vocal Culture at Brantford 


Ladies’ College 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL. Fees payable 





when cure is effected. 249 Jarvis St ,, Toronto, Ont 


L. FORSTER 


a 


STUDIO 81 KING 8ST: EAST 


HAMILTON MacCARTHY, R.C.A., 


SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 


gon monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 
12 Lombard Street, Toronto. 


Ontario Sehool of Elocution and Oratory 


Each teacher a specialist in his department. Specialtiee— 


Voice Culture, Physical Culture and Delsarte Gesture. 


For Calendar address the a 
A. C. MOUNTEER, B.E. 


New Arcade Building, cor. Yonge & Gerrard Sts., Toronto. 
HERBERT L CLARKE, Cornet Soloist 


Bandmaster of Heintzman’s Band, teacher Cornet 


Church | 8nd Slide Trombone. Music copied and arranged for or- 

chestra and Military band. Open for engagements as con- 
cert soloist, or will furnish any number of artiste for even- 
ing entertainments. 603 Spadina Avenue. 


COTHERSTONE HOUSE 


189 Bloor Street Hast 


BOARDING and DAY SOHOOL for YOUNG LADIES. 


REOPENS MONDAY, JANUARY il 


For circular apvly to the MISSES JOPLING. 


Spanisn 






Natural Method 
Native Teachers 


Special Classes for Children 


FINE PERFUMES 


\ 

\ ARE ALWAYS OBTAINABLE 
\ AND HAVE BEEN FOR 
: HALF A CENTURY PAST OF 










\ 


Neil C. Love & Co. 


166 YONGE STREET 


We recommend BORO-LANO for the 
Skin. It is without rival—26c. and 60c. 


HOMEOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yonge Strect, Toronto 
Keeps in stock Pure Hommopathic Medicines, in Tinctures. 
Dilutions, and Pellete. Pure Sugar of Milk Globules. 
Books and Family Medicine Cases from $1 to $12. Orders 
for Medicines and Books promptly attended to. Send for 
Pamphlet. D. L. THOMPSON, Pharmacitet. 


SUNBEAMS 
6 ron 25¢. 
MICKLETHWAITE’S 


Photographer, cor. King and Jarvis Sts. 


GUNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sises 
Sunbeams 61 per des. 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 
6 and 8 Jordan Street 

This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
fully arranged and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot be 
Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, etor. 


Hack and Cow 
bles, 108 Mutual 
Han é turnouts 
careful drivers 
any time day or night. 


Telephone 2104 


Gite NATIONAL 
8 





TORONTO 








NEWCOMBE -:- 





PIANOS 


Endorsed by the highest musical authority. 


THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO, 


MANUFACTURERS 
MONTREAL OTTAWA 
Head Office—107-9 Church Street 


Latest | Music 


ANTICIPATION WALTZES 


By Maud Snarr.......... 60c, 


w= A very pretty set of Waltzes. Ask pou 
, dealer for them, or order from the Pub- 
lishers, who.carry all the latest music. 





a 





BANIOG, ....ccccccvccssccccccvcioce 
GUITARS .....ccccccesccccccvecvecs From 400 to 7500 
MANDOLINES .........0.ceeeeeese From 600 to 4000 
VIOLIN OUTFITS.............+-+5- From 2.50 to 100.00 
AUTOHARPS...... Ceevccccovescees From 350 to 28.00 


We carry everything in the Music line. 


Whaley, Royce & Co. 


158 Yonge Street, Toronto 


MAKES YOU THINK 


The cold weather makes you think 
of your feet and how to keep them 
warm. We have what will do it, 
and at reasonable prices. 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


83-89 
King St. East 













Pickles’ Warm-Lined Skating Boots 





Pickles’ Shoe Parlor, 328 Yonge St. 


ea 
Y PACIFIC AY. 
EVERY TUESDAY 


During MARCH and APRIL 
at 9.00 p.m. : 


THRAINS FOF 








ihe 


WILL LEAVE TORONTO 
With COLONIST SLEEPER ATTACHED 


«FOR > 
AND THE 
CANADIAN NORTH-WEST 
For patrons without Stock a Color 
Steeper will be attached’ ro Express 
Train, leavine ronto |! mM 































For full information and descrirtive pamphlets of 
Manitoba, the North-West Territories and British 
Columbia, apply to any C.P.R. Agent, 


GPHEOPLES 
OPULAR 


ONE WAY BY 


ARTIES ™ 


TO THE 
ly Canadian 
Pacific 








Feb. 10 and 24 


Particulars from any Agent of 
the Company. 





REMINGTON 
STANDARD 
TYPEWRITER 





Ap 


The Leading Edueational Institutions 


are adopting the Remington to the exclusion of all 
other Typewriters. 


Machines sent to any part of Ontario on rental for prac- 
tice or office work. GEORGE BENGOUGH. 
10 and 12 Adelaide Street East, 
Telephone 1207. TORONTO, 
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THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 
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. Social and ‘Personal. 
(Continued from Page Two.) 


Mrs. A. G. Mortimer; selections from the pen 
of Miss A. E, Wetherald ; vocal music by Miss 
Maud Carter, Mr. W. ‘A. Martin, Mre. W. 
Clark, Mr. A. Blight. The musical! and literary 
selections will be either on a Canadian theme 


or written by a Canadian. 
. 


Mrs. Henry Thompson gave acharming tea 
on Tuesday of last week. Some of those pres- 
ent were; Mrs. Aylsworth. Mrs. Perry Beatty, 
Mre. Sparks, the Misses Torrance, Miss Mac- 
Miss Horetzski, Miss 
Powell, Miss Edwards, Miss McArthur and 


Mahon, Mrs. Wilson, 


Miss Wilson. 


* = 


A free organ recital will be given this after- 
noon at All Saints’ church at four o’clock by 


_ Mr. W. E, Fairclough. 


* 


.Mrs. Charles Holmes of D'Arcy street gave a 
delightful dance on Wednesday of last week. 
A few of those present were Mr. and Mrs, A. 
W. Croil, Mr. and Mrs. Hemming, Mrs. Bos- 
worth, the Misses Holmes of St. Catharines, 
Kingsmill, Baird, Bolster, Cameron, 
Baird and 


Hope, 
Messrs. 
others. 


Knight, Hope, Long, 


* 


The Zetland Lodge At Home, which took 
place last night, occurred too late for an ex- 
tended notice, which I hop3 to give next week. 
The invited guests were Mr. Benjamin Allan, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. M, Angus, Mr. and Mrs, C, A. 
B. Brown, Dr. and Mrs. Britton, Mr. and Mrs, 
Charles Bugg, Miss Bugg, Mr. R. S. Bell, Mr. 
J. F. Breman, Mr. Thomas Blake, Mr. E, 
Burns, Mr, H. W. Briggs, Mr. W. A. Brad- 
James Bicknell, Dr. 
Bosanko of Barrie, Mr. John Bastedo, Mr, J. 
Harry Bastedo, Mr. F.*C, Baird, Mr. J. N. 
Bastedo, Mr. and Mrs, Bruce Brough, Mr. 
Thomas Baker, Miss Mabel Barnhardt, Mr. W, 
Booth, Mr. and Mrs. G. A. Bingham, Mr. and 
Mrs, Harry Barker, Mr. Robert and the Misses 
Crean of Deer Park, Mr. John Carrick, Mr. 
A. B. Cordingly, Mr. 
and Mrs, E, W. Cox, Mr. and Mrs, F. G. Cox, 
Mr. F. E. Chrysler, Mr. H. B. Carter, Mr. 
Frank Climo, Mr. and Mrs. W. R. Callaway, 
Mr. Jas. Currie, Mr. and Mrs. W. Chambers, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. C. Campbell, Mr. and Mrs, D. 
Corcoran, Miss 
Pauline Collins, Miss Cosgrave, Mr. Wm. and 
Mrs. Darby, Mr. J. W. Davis, Mr. and Mrs. A. 
E. Denison, Mr. and Mrs, T..Dyas, Mr. Walter 
and Miss Donaldson, Mr. W. E. Davidson, Mr. 
R, A. Donald, Mr. R. C. Donald, Miss Donald, 
Dinneen, Mr, W. 
A, Doyle, Miss Edward ot Ottawa, Mr. Fred W. 
Firth, Mr. and Mrs. John 
Fletcher, Mr. and Mrs. F, W. Fietcher, Mr. and 
Mrs, E. A. Fletcher, Mr. R, C. Fisher, Mr. G. 
M. Furnival, Mr. T. G. Foster, Mr. John Gray, 
Mr. W. A. Gray, Mr. J. H. Grant, Mr. Wm. 
Grant, Mr. Thomas Gibbard, Mr. J. Gauld, Dr. 
Garratt, Mr.. J. G. Galbraith, Mr. John Gray 


shaw, Mr. and Mrs, 


Charl2s Cluthe, Mr. 


B. Chittenden, Mr. J. W. 


Mr. L. Davidson, M. W. F. 


Flett, Mr. J. E. 


Gibson, Mr. G. E. Gross, Mr. and Mrs, G. T. 
Gorrie, Miss E, Hemming, Mr. and Mrs, A, O. 
Harat, W. H. Haskett, Miss Holmes, Mr, and 


Mrs. C. E. Holmes, Mr. Chris. Hohl, Miss 


Harvie, Mr. and Mrs. F. C. Jarvis, Miss 
Ada Johnston, Mr. and Mrs. W. Junor, 
Mr. and Mra. Robert Junor, Mr. W. D. Jones, 
Mrs. J. W. Johnston, Mr. S. A. Jones, Miss 
Jardine, Mr. George Kappele, Miss Minnie 


Kappele, Mr. John Kay, jr., and the Misses 


Kay, Mr. G. J. Little, Mr. H. Leeson, Mr. W. 
Lumbers, Mr. J. A. Lumbers, Dr. and Mrs. Lit- 
tle, Mr. Jackson Little, Mr. M. T. Lester, Mr. 
H. W. Longrell, Mr. and Mrs. C, W. Lee, Capt. 
and Mrs. A. B. Lee, Mr. and Mrs. A. G. Morti- 
mer, Miss Moore, Mr. and Mrs, John Muldrew, 
Mr. E. B. Myers, Mr. J. Monypenny, Mr. J. T. 
Matthews Mr. and Mrs. James Morrison, Mr. 
W.C. Meredith, Mr. E. T. Malone, Mr. F. J. 
and Miss Morphy, Migs Kelby, Mr. Moore, Mr. 
D. L. Merrick, Mr. R, A. Macpherson, Mr. and 
Mrs. M. Macpherson, Mr. F. Morley, Mr. and 
Mrs. Mingay, Mr. N. McCrinnon, Mr. W. S. Mc- 
Mahon, Miss S. McLelland, Dr. McCullough, Mr. 
J, E. McClung, Mr. and Mrs. McCrobie, Mr. G. 
H. McAllan, Mr. Hugh C. McLean, Mr, Donald 
McDonald, Mr. B. MclIlhardy, Mr. C. R. Not- 
man, Mr. W. S. Newman, Mr. W. E. Nixon, 
Mr. Charles Niehans, Mr. H. O'Hara, Mr. John 
W. Peaker, Mr. George Peaker, Mr. D. A. 
Pender, Mr. Robert Purdon, Mr. Parker, Mr. 
Wm. Park, Mr. James Pattison, Mr. Alfred 
Parker, Mr. G. S. Phillips, Mra. Peuyn of 
Napanee, Mr. H. Pingle, Mr. W. R. and Mrs. 
Pringle, Mr. and Mrs. Chas. Powell, Miss 
Platt, Mr. W. B. Reid, Miss Rogers, Miss 
Richardson of New York, Mrs. R. Ryan, Mr. 
G. Maclean Rose, Mr. D. C. Ross, Mr. Chas. 
Reid, Mr. D. A. Rose, Miss Stinson, Mr. J. 
Sproule Smith, Mr. and Mrs. Spotten, Mr. 
Jno. Spink, Mr. and Mrs. Shepley, Mr. and 
Mrs. R. M. Simpson, Mr. C. F. §Smaill- 
piece, Mr. W. H. Steel, Mr. and Mrs, 
J. W. Scales, Miss Maud Scales, Mr, 
A. Shaw, Dr. Stark, Mr. R. Sinclair, Mra. 
H. J. Thompson, Miss Thomas, Mr. Henry A. 
Taylor, Mrs. Taylor, Mr. T. Tinning, Mr. and 
Mra, J, A. Taylor, Mr. and Mrs, Harry Vigeon, 
Mr, Estin Williams, Mr. J. Webber, Mr. and 
Mrs, A. D. Williams, Mr. J. W. Williamson, 
Mr, T. J. Whatmough, Mr. and Mrs. Aubrey 
White, Mr. F. Worden, Mr. W.S. Ziller. ga» 

Miss E:shel Shepherd of Port Hops returned 
home on Thursday after a week’s stay in 
Toronto. During her stay Miss Shepherd 
passed the first year vocal examinations at the 
Conservatory of Music with highest possible 
honors. 


On Tuesday evening last Mr, A. M. Cosby, 
president of the Victoria Rink, entertained at 
dinner about fifty members of the Club. §The 
menu and table decorations were a credit to 
the able steward, Mr. Robert O'Hara, who has 
done much of late to popularize the club in 
this respect. 


e 

Mrs. Harry Merritt gave a cosy little after- 
hoon tea on Wednesday last, and a small 
whist party on the following evening. 

7. 

Mr. Henry J. Bethune was entertained -at 
the Victoria Club by a number of his bachelor 
friends, on Monday evening last, previous to 
his entering the ranks of the Benedicts, 

a 


A good many ladies have traveled up and 
down in the Canada Life Building elevator to 
























week, 
* 


salons. 


Denison, Mrs. Hamilton, 
Misses Holland and many others, 


Bethune, were married, 


ture and strings, 
acted as best man, 


Mr. C. A. Moss and Mr. H. D. Crooks. 


tour through the United States. 


day night. 


* 


for the reception of the delegates. 
* 


Janitsky, Mr, J. F. Kirk; Bogumil, Mr. J. H. 


Wangerheim, Mr. Harry Coburn ; 
Mr. C. E. Rudge; Ensign Richtofer, Mr. W. D. 
Muir; Puffke, Mr. J. F. Edgar; Prisoner, Mr. 


A. T. Nelles. 


olson, Misses Bostwick, Cassels, E. Cassels,Can- 
niff, Heward, Horetzki, Kleiser, Lea, M. Lash, 
Lowndes, A. Mason, B. Mason, Maule, L 
Maule, Mathews, McGillivray, Newbigging, 
Palmer, Pillsworth, Powell ; Messrs. Bickford, 
Canniff, Cawthra, Cherry, Chisholm, Cassells, 
Duggan, Gray, Holcroft, Hulme, Jones, Lea, 
Martin, Mathieson, Minty, McLean, O'Reilly, 
Reed, Ridout, Stovel, Sweeney and Wilson. 


Mr. Clark’s Recital. 


HE famous Betterton 
and the later Gar- 
rick, for the most part 
made their immense 
dramatic successes un- 
aided by any accessories 
save their own personal 
abilities; and in these 
jin du-siecle days of gor- 
geous scenic productions 
it is hard to realize the 
task that the geniuses 
of the elder stage had 
before them in attempt- 
ing to move vast audiences. But nevertheless 
we have a modern analogy in the professional 
elocutionists of to-day, and when I hear a fine 
one I can thoroughly realize how the old time 
successes were won, and how low in the scale of 
effectiveness sink the mere accessories of cos- 
tume and scenery. Prof, S. H, Clark is one of 
those men who can come forward in a modern 
dress suit and represent a scene in the Roman 
Forum so wonderfully that an audience has 
no need for the presence of togas and Roman 
architecture to feel the scene and understand 
the emotions of Roman citizens. 

The best feature of Mr. Clark’s work is that 
he doesn’t attitudinize. There are none of the 
cut-and-dried declamatory movements about 
him. He does not think that it is the primary 
function of a man who represents feigned 
emotions to be personally impressive. Hedoes 
not try to “star hie part,” in theatrical verbiage. 
His splendid voice and gestures follow naturally 
the meaning of the words he speaks. The 
Forum Scene from Julius Cesar was, I thought, 
his best effort on Monday night. The orations 
of Brutus and Marc Antony and the remarks 
of the Roman citizens were done in a way that 
left nothing to be desired, and Mr, Clark's 
grand range of vocal expression enabled him to 
represent the various tones of the speakers in 
a particularly effective way. The Bells was 
well rendered too, one most original effect be- 
ing the intonation of the closing words of the 
wedding bells verse to the movement of 
Mendelssohn's Wedding March. Owen Mere- 
dith’s Aux Italiens with musical accompani- 
ment was perhaps as popular a piece 
as was on the programme, although it did not 
call for such an effort as many of the other 
numbers. But the poetic beauty of the selec- 
tion and Verdi's ineffably plaintive and touch- 
ing Du Miserere, thrill an audience. The dialect 
selections were all well handled. At the path- 
etic Irish eketch, Connor, many shed tears and 
many more, as one man put it, “could have, 
if they wanted to.” The two American dialect 
sketches, Forty Years After and the Parson's 
Conversion, had trying work in them too. The 
simulation of the cracked voice of the old man 








TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


eee 
see and criticize the exhibit of the Woman's 
Art Club, which has been open during the 


Mrs, Pellatt of Sherbourne street gave a 
beautiful At Home on Tuesday afternoon last. 
The handsome apartments were decorated 
with smilax, ferns and fragrant flowers. The 
orchestra played delightfully subdued music, 
and in spite of the atrocious state of the 
weather and the almost impassably slushy 
streets a good number of ladies filled the 
Mrs, Cowan and Mrs, Buckland came 
from Oshawa to the reception, and among 
others present were Mrs. Ross Robertson, Mrs. 
Richardson, Mrs. Shaw, Miss Snively, Mrs. 
Mrs, Perrin, the 


An interesting wedding was celebrated at 
St. James’ on Wednesday afternoon last, when 
Miss Laura Mos2, second daughter of the late 
Chief Justice Thomas Moss, and Mr. Henry J, 
Canon Dumoulin 
officiated and the select party of wedding 
guests above ‘the white ribbon were reinforced 
by a throng of ladies and gentlemen interested 
in the union of two such well known young so- 
ciety people. Miss Moss wore arich bridal gown 
of white satin, with orthodox veil and orange 
flowers, and was attended by the Misses Alice 
Bethune and Emily Moss as bridesmaids, in 
trim gowns of white cloth, puffed sleeves and 
large modish hats of white, with pink garni- 
Mr. Clarence A. Bogart 
The ushers were Messrs. 
J. H. and W. P. Moss, brothers of the bride, 
After 
the ceremony Mr. and Mrs, Bethune received 
the congratulations of their friends at a recep- 
tion given at the residence of the bride’s 
mother, and subsequently left on a wedding 


Mrs. Robertson of Bloor street east gave a 
pleasant progressive euchre party last Satur- 


The second annual Canadian Convention of 
the Brotherhood of St. Andrew will be held in 
Toronto next week. Many prominent young 
men in the city churches are busy in arranging 


A good many society people are busy in pre- 
paration for the Harmony Club’s presentation 
of the opera of the Beggar Student next week. 
I am now able to give the full and final cast : 
Laura, Miss Minnie Gaylord ; Bronislava, Miss 
Laura Harper; Palmatica, Miss Lash; Eva, 
Miss Sybil Seymour; Girls, Miss Beach and Miss 
Powell; Lieut. Poppenburg, Miss Edith Heward: 
Symon, the Beggar Student, Mr. T. D. Beddoe; 


Nelles: Onouphrie, Mr. A. G. Foy; Sitzka, 
Mr. Gamble Geddes ; Euterich, Mr. Geo. Dun- 
stan; General Ollendorff, Mr. W. H. Roches- 
ter: Major Holtzhoff, Mr. W. W. Fahey ; Lieut. 
Lieut. 
Schweinitz, Mr. Harry Hay; Capt. Henrici, 


The chorus will ba compo:zed of 
the following ladies and gentlemen: Mrs. Nich- 






















was particularly fine in the former, but in the 
latter Mr. Clark had a description of a horse- 
race, which he always handles with magnificent 
fire. The excerpt from Artemus Ward’s 
London Lecture was a very pleasing imitation 
of the famous humorist. The Irish Love Song 
was prettily done and The Death of D'Assas 
was also vigorous, 

The organ playing of Mrs. Blight, who per- 
formed the difficult overture to Semiramide 
and other selections, called forth well deserved 
applause. Perhaps the best one can say of Mr. 
Clark’s recital was that it was quite up to his 
audience's expectations, which were high. 

TOUCHSTONE, 


MT eee 


asa he ae) eee 
WEDDING CAKES 


Or the best quality and finish SHIPPED with care to ALL 
PARTS OF CHE DOMINION. 
Choice sets of Silver Cutlery and China for hire. 


HARRY WEBB, 447 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont, 








Again the Hat. 


Park—How did you like the play? 

He—Not so bad as to color, but the ribbon 
was cheap stuff, and the feathers looked as 
though they’d done service before. 

She— What are you talking about? I asked 
you how you liked the play? 

_ He—Oh, the play! Thought you were ask- 
ing me about that hatin front of me. That’s 
all I saw there, 


brand (pera House 


Friday and Saturday, Feb.12 13 


WITH SATURDAY MATINEE 


The Harmony Club 


In grand production of Millocker’s picturesque opera 


The Beggar Student 


Under the distinguished patronage of Their Excellencies 
the Governor-General and Lady Stanley and His 
Honor the Lieutenant Governor of Ontario 
and Miss Campbell. 

SOLOISTS CAST: 

The Beggar Student ...................... Mr. T. D. Beddoe 

















HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


——=PIANOFORTES—— 


SQUARE 


GRAND UPRIGHT 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instruments, 


Our written guarantee 
for five years accompanies 
each Piano. 





EEE Sein orev csss cSireeeank uteewepen ton Mr. J. F. Kirk VE P 
General Ollendorff............ ...... Mr. W. H. Rochester oe 
MES SS kc ao 6 "ican os duc esse coun Mr. George Dunstan oe 
INES. 55's cs'earin sewmau de saeeee es ....Mr. J. H. Nelles MP ee 
Net fe hina 6 2 4s 50-6 ...Mr. Gamble Geddes ——s 


Major Holtzhoff........ 


iatencaiets ‘vessss.:Mr, W. W. Fahey 
Lieut. Wangerheim...... 


svvaeetabn Mr. Harry Coburn 


SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 





MINIONS 6 0s cicedarsviveccsseedeus Mr. Harry Hay 

NII i s0'n.9 dv avis caveccds auenute Mr. ©. E. Rudge 

ECAR L OW ia'vie sso sdnsdesecchs>inep weal Mr. A. G. Foy 

Ensign Richtofer............ ecto 0g eneved Mr. W. D. Muir 

ees? **** bia SUSE fe Deas ee cawnae ec ee oe ° 

Di sceveeyenrtecageasecsebebes ss r. A. T. Nelles W . 2 - {7 K S W + 

Daura.....................+.0++++..-- Miss Minnie Gaylord arerooms * I Ing treet est, oronto 
Countess Palmatica... ond ogederpeeruceae Miss Lash 

Bronislava............ Tiree fy 

Eva..... : ..... Miss Sybil Seymour 


Large chorus of ladies and gentlemen. Costumes from | 
New York. Special orchestra. | 


A) PER CENT. DISCOUNT 


TICKETS OF ADMISSION........ $1.00, 750.. 50c. | 
Mr. E. W. SCHUCH, Mr. W. H. ROCHESTER, } 
Musical Director. Stage Manager. | 
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Having on hand a large assort- 


THE ART OF READING ILLUSTRATED 
Private Pupils of Miss Martha Smith, B.E. 


- McKENDRYS - 


ment of heavy overcoatings in 


(Teacher of Elooution ie the Presbyterian Ladies Knaps, | am determined or mak- 


College) i —— 
ade ing a clearance in the next thirty 
Association Hall, Thursday, Feb, 14 | '"* a # 
8 o’cucck. days, and therefore offer the above | Advance novelties are coming to 


TICKETS - - . 25 Cts. 





large discount. This is a rare op- $s oe Ri 
arge i'hand daily. We sho > ak 
GRAND CHARITY BALL AND SUPPER Oe SPE. | ee REO ES WE 
Under auspices of Independent Order Sons of Benjamin 
AT WEBB’S PARLORS 
Monday Evening, February 8, 1892 


Proceeds in aid of Toronto Hebrew Benevolent Society. 
Tickets at Suckling’s. 


Combined Recitals 


DRAMATIC AND HUMOROUS 


By the Representative 
AMERICAN AND CANADIAN READERS 


Mr. Charles Roberts s»°Forx 


Miss dessie Alexander zoxoxr0 


; ‘ . nd 
portunity for procuring first-class | an elegant lot of pattern 


Cloaks and Jackets 


first 


goods and workmanship at a very | 


low figure. 


The Fashionable West End Tailor. 


No. 1 Rossin House Block, Toronto. 


| 
Henry A. Taytor, | 


from the manufacturers of 


| 
| Germany. Also a beautiful range 


of 54-inch Costume Tweeds in 






Two scenes frcm standard plays, and both artiste will German and English makes. Mil- 
rencer selections with orchestral accompaniment. “ 
Pavilion, Tuesday Evening, Feb. 9 \ linery Department shows a con- 





Admission 250. Reserved seats 500. 
Plan opens February 5 at Nordheimer’s. 


SEE OUR 


SINGLE BEDROOM SUITS 
SLOAN & SON'S, 97 King Street East 


INCOMPLETE 
DINNER SETS 


During stock taking we came 
across a great many incomplete 
sets. These we decided to sell at 
once, and have made the prices 
such that there is no doubt they 
will go very readily. We have 
twice the assortment of any other 
house in Canada. 


PANTECHNETHECA 


Instruction ia silk shade making free. Wire frames, 
any size or shape, 600. : 


signment of 


Evening Klowers 


French and English. 


- MeKENDRY'S - 


202 Yonge Street 


6 Doors North of Queen 











RRA WAYS 
now offering an 


E are 
unusual large stock of | 


Sleighs at very low prices, se- 
lected from Gladstones, Solid Com- 
forts, Russians, Baileys, Portlands, 
Piano Boxes, Careols and other 
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styles. 
GANANOQUE CARRIAGE Co., 


100 and 102 Bay St. 





OR SALE—THE ATTENTION OF PARTIES HAV- 
F una in view the purchase of a permanent home ie re- 
quested to the new and strictly first-class residential 
niansion, No. 170 Isabella Street, N. W. corner of Sher- 
bourne, perfect throughout in all its appointments; no 
pains or expense spared in its construction, and occupying 
one of the finest and most healthful locations in the city ; 
it contains two fine and roomy bathrooms; plumbing 
throughout of the finest workmanship; hea by hot 
water and hot air combined, having a full southern ex- 

e and all the requirements for an exceptionally cheer- 

and healthful home life. A critical inspection of the 

remises is invited. For partioulars apply to ALEX. 
ANKIN, No. 20 Toronto Street. 


ARK LIVERY —173 and 175 McCaul St. 
Victorias, Coupes, &c., Fine Horses 


and Carriages 
With careful Drivers in Livery. 


Teneruoxe W. J. MUNSHAW, Prop. 


THE BOSTON 


ROSES, CUT FLOWERS. Ete. 


Floral omeeee and Wedding Bouquets a 
Specialty. Choice Table and indow 
Plants. Also Decorative Plants for hire. 


J. SIMMONS & SON, 18 King 8t. East, Toronto 
Opp. W. A. Murray & Co.'s. 
GREENHOUSES, 219 MUTUAL STREET. 


WHO'S YouR 
ayy ts 


WHO'S YOUR 
HATTER 


l 
4 4 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


(THE LEADING) 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street, TORONTO 
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Out of Town. 


HAMILTON, 


The ball given at Arkledun last Wednesday 
evening by Mr. and Mrs, Turnbull has been 
the topic of conversation in social circles for 
some time. The anticipation has gone and the 
realization was all that could be desired by 
those present, and was pronounced a huge 
success. The handsome residence is happily 
constructed for this se and the dancers 
had a merry time, while the sweet strains of 
the 13th band were heard at their best. Mrs. 
Turnbull received her ests in a handsome 
gown of white silk and black jet ; Mrs. David- 
son of Toronto looked well in a gown of 

ach velvet ; Mrs, T. D. Hay of Toronto wore 
Por wedding gown of white and silver brocade; 
much admired in white 
moire: Mrs. J. J. Stuart wore a graceful gown 
of black organdy and jet; Mrs. Frank Mackel- 
can looked very handsome in pink brocade and 
chiffon; Mrs. William Wood wore a striking 
gown of black and blue brocade ; Mrs. Hendrie 
wore blue and white brocade; Mrs. Jones 
looked well in white satin; Mrs. George 
Thomson wore a pretty white silk gown ; 
Miss Lottridge, white silk crepe; Mrs. 
Walker wore a gown of cream faille and 
gold trimmings ; Mrs. Bankier in black lace 
looked remarkably well; Mrs. Bristol also 
looked well in black silk with red ; Mrs. Crerar, 
a gown of yellow silk and white lace; the 
Misses Howard wore pretty gowns of pink 
and green shot silks ; the Misses Hobson looked 
very handsome in white and pink gowns ; Miss 
Briggs looked charming in white chiffon ; 
Miss Hendrie wore white brocade with rose- 
buds: Miss Tina Hendrie looked her best in 
mauve satin; Miss Baker, yellow gauze; 
Miss Jarvis of Toronto wore a dainty white 
gown; Miss Hall wore a smart white dotted 
crepe, en train; Miss Dewar looked her best 
in brown crepe with yellow ; Miss Kate Turner 
was much admired in white silk with green 
velvet; Miss Marker wore white and green 
velvet; Miss Dunlop wore white silk with 
silver; Miss Young wore pink brocade; Miss 
Leggat’s gown was pale green and silver ; Miss 
Martin, pale blue and white; Miss Saunders 
wore white silk. ‘The jeunesse doree were 
there en masse, being Messrs. Thomson, Tids- 
well, Stuart, Bankier, Pottinger, Garrett, 
Gates, Burns, Arowne, Matthews and Kort- 
right of Toronto, Moreton, Billet, Orerar, 
Ferrie, W. Ferrie, Harris, Ramsay, Beatty, 
Hamilton, Elwood, Gansby, Foster, Hendrie, 
Gillespie, Bristol, Murray and Hobson. 

Mrs. Stuart of Inglewood was At Home from 
five toseven on Wednesday afternoon. This 
delightful residence presented a very brilliant 
appearance. The smart gowns of the fair sex 
were more than I could describe. and it would 
be difficult to enumerate them. Among the 
guests were Mesdames Hay and Davidson of 
Toronto, Harris, Ramsay, Tidswell, Mackelcan, 
Turnbull, Scott, Jones, Crerar, Young, Bristol, 
Hobson, Thomson, Lucas; Misses Watson, 
Hobson, Lottridge, Hendrie, O'Reilly, Gillard, 
Martin, Ramsay, Dewar, Harvey, Barker, Dun- 
lop, Baker, Hall, Chapman, Dy ment of Barrie, 
Howard: Messrs. Hobson, Tidswell, Bain, 
Lay, Crerar, Gates, Barnes, Bruce, Davidson, 
Beatty, Harris, Moreton, Ferrie, Young. 

Mrs. William Wood gave a delightful after 
noon tea on Friday. 

Mrs. Lucas, ‘“* Rowanhurst,” entertained the 
following ladies and gentlemen at dinner on 
Friday evening: Mr. and Mrs. Ramsay, Mr. 
and Mrs. Frank Mackelcan, Mr. and Mrs, Leg- 
gat, Mr. and Mrs. Hendrie, Mrs. McGiverin, 
Senator MacInnes and Mr. T. H. MacPherson. 

Mrs. Burton entertained a few friends at 
luncheon on Friday at Kenwood Lodge. 

Mrs. McGiverin gave a charming tea on 
Thursday at the Homestead to meet Mrs. Hay 
of Toronto. Those present were Mesdames 
Hamilton, Lucas, Hendrie, Counsell, Crerar, 
Mackelcan, Bristol, Wood, Stuart, Banks, J. J. 
Sruart, Martin, Harris, the Misses Hendrie, 
Fuller, McGiverin, Saunders and others I have 
not space to mention. 

Mrs. Barker of Bellvue was At Home on 
Saturday from five to seven, and a most enjoy- 
able afternoon dance was indulged ip. Ander- 
son’s orchestra was present and played delight- 
fully. Among those present were the Misses 
Mille, Faulkner, Hendrie, Lottridge, Turner, 
Gartshore, Macpherson of Kingston, Leggat, 
Watson, Hood, Martin, Fuller, Hobson, Briggs, 
Baker, Hall, Rowe, Gunn, Robinson, Messrs. 
Ferrie, Billet, Bellhouse, Pottinger, Burns, 
Gartshore, Bell, Murray, Gates, Patterson and 
Armour. 

Miss Fleming of Bay street is visiting friends 
in London. 

Miss Park of Tissock More gave a delightful 
tea in honor of Miss Dyment of Barrie. The 
Misses Chapman, Baker, Hall, Mackay, Bull, 
Barker, Lottridge, Armour of Cobourg, Briggs, 
Leggat, Hendrie, Grant, Mackenzie, Hobson 
and Harvey were among those present. 

Mrs. M. Young will be At Home on Wednes- 
day from five to seven o’clock. 

Miss Meredith of Toronto is the guest of Mrs. 
W. Ramsay. 

Miss Bessie Bruce who has been dangerously 
ill for the last few weeks is now quite con- 
vales cent. 

Miss Gillies, who has been visiting her sister, 
Mrs. Skinner of Herkimer street, has returned 
to her home in Montreal. 

Mrs. Macpherson of Calgary, N. W. T., is 
the guest of Mrs. Hendrie of Holmstead. 

Mrs. Frank Mills left on Friday evening for 
Montreal where she intends spending a few 
weeks, SYLVIA, 


Mrs. Tidswell was 


CLINTON, 


The first annual ball of the 33rd Battalion, 
Huron Infantry, which was recently held in 
Opera House, Clinton, was a grand success. 
The hall was very nicely decorated with red, 
white and biue bunting, stands of arms and 
Cainese lanterns. A number of officers from 
the neighboring battalions were present. 
Lieut.-Colonel Smith, D.A.G., and the officers 
of the D. School of Infantry were unable to be 
present on account of being in mourning for 
the death of the Duke of Clarence. There were 
guests from many adjacent towns; those from 
Clinton were 


Read, Miss Greig, Miss Pratt, Miss McHardy, 


Miss Shutz, Misses Jackson, Miss Vantasse). 


Mrs. S. H. Rance, Misses Rance, Miss Fair, 
Mis-:es Combe, Mr. Wm. Morrison, Dr. Turn 


bull, Miss Gibson, Mr. W. P. Spaulding, Mr. A. 


M ‘Kay, Mr. W. J. Bowers, Mr. J. A. McCoy, 


Mr. and Mrs. Jos. Rattenbury, Mr. and Mrs. J. | 


©. Gilroy, Mr. Hardy Evans, Capt. and Mrs 


Todd, Mr. Harry Read, Mr. Chas. and Miss | 


Middleton, Mr. Henry and Miss Cole, Mr. Wm. 
Cole, Dr. and Miss Gibson, Mr, Thos, Rance, 


Dr, and Mra. Blackall, Mr. and Mrs. Joseph | 
Earnest | 


Riter, Mr. John E. Davis, Mr. J. 
Hovey, Mr. and Mrs. Jas. Fair, jr., Mr. N. 
KeLorne Fair, Mr, and Mra. W. W. Farran 
and Miss Farran, Mr. Sydney HW. Smyth. Mr. 


Lacklan Kennedy, Mr. and Mra, D F, Mac. | 
mherson, Mr. D. M. Macpherson, Lieut. Combe, | 


Lieut. Rance, Sergt. Ball, Lieut. Snaw, Mr. 
Wm. Jackson, Mr. E. Eyre 
Spence Remington, Mr. and Mra, G. H. Cook, 
Seaforth contributed: The Misses Wilson, 
Mr. and Mrs. D. D. ‘Vilson, Mr. T. T. Coleman, 
Miss Buchanan, Mr. and Miss Kiiloran, the 
Misses Porter, Mr. and Mrs. Banslaugh, Mr. 
H. Crawford, Lieut. and Mra. Wilson, Adju- 
tant Wilson, Capt. Roberts, Col. Wilson, Capt. 
Hays, Chas. Broadfoot, Miss Morrison, the 
M ses Watson, Thos, and Miss Stephens, J. 
H. Livingston, D. J. Deveraux, Miss Panchard, 
Miss McKechnie, Mies McIntyre, Mr. Harry 
Cresswell, Dr. Belden, the Misses Broad- 
foot, Mr. A. Broadfoot, Mr. A. E. Brad. 
win, Mr. W. Bethune, Dr. and the Misses 
McKay, Mr. Jock Greig, Miss Robertson, Mr. 
F. W. Tweedle and Mr. Pendergast. From 
Wingham came: Mr. H. Dickinson, Dr. Han- 
son, Mr. Mickol, the Misses Dickson, Miss 
Shaw, Mr. and Mrs, Strathan, the Misses Mar- 
tyn, Mr. J. R. Martyn, Mr. and Miss Roe, Dr. 
McDonald, Mr. Crowell Wilson, Captain Wil- 
liams, Lieutenant Vanstone, Miss s, Miss 
Patterson, Miss Houghton, Miss Doaffield. 


Miss Stanley, the Misses Leslie, | 
Miss Robson, the Misses Doan, Miss Logan, | 
Miss Hattie Irwin, Mrs. Julian Wall, Miss Katz | 


Ba'row, Mr. | 
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MASON & RISCH 
PIANOFORTES 


ARE THE INSTRUMENTS OF THE CULTURED 


32 King Street West 


Many of Goderich’s fairest were present, in- 
cluding: the Misses Straiton, the Misses 
Martin, Miss Slack, Miss Kathleen Ball, Mrs. 
John Miller, Miss Miller, Miss Elwood, the 
Misses Cameron, Mrs. R. Reynolds, Miss Shep- 
hard, Miss Bailey, Miss Johnston, Miss Hays, 
Miss Strachan, the Misses Donagh, Dr. and 
Miss Nicholson, Mr. Thos, Nairv, Mr. Chas. 
Nairn, Mr. McMahon, Mr. J. T. Garrow, Q.C., 
Mics Hulda Smith, Mr. W. T. Smith, Mr. Oliver 
C. Whitely, Capt. Holmes, Qr.-mstr. Beck, Dr. 
Hunter, Mr. Henry Cook, Mr. Harry Ball, 
Percy Shephard, Miss*s Wynn, Miss Shannon, 
Miss Hattie Smith. From Blyth: Mrs. Maria 
Curtis, Dr. Milne, Miss Taylor, Mr. and Mrs. 
Fred Tanner, Mrs. Nation, Miss Shane, Miss 
Kelly, Mr. and Mrs. Harry Kelly, Miss Mc- 
Kellar. Mitchell contributed: Mr. and Mrs. 
Waterbury, Mr. Kipper, Dr. and Mrs. Cull, Mr. 
and Misses Awty, Miss Hicks, Misses Prend- 
wille, Fred Davis ; and from elsewhere came 
Misses Gunn of Woodstock; Miss Simpson of 
Bowmanville; Miss Barber of Kingston ; 
Major Varcoe of Carlow; Misses Shaw of 
Brussels ; Messrs Chas. Shane and Geo. Cristie 
of Windsor; Miss Murray and Lieutenant 
A. Morrison, 320d Batt. of Lucknow; Dr. 
Rutherford and Miss Jennie Green of Listowel; | 
Miss Belle Ross, Capt. Moscrip, 28th Batt., St. 
Mary’s; Miss Robertson of Oakville; Mr. | 
Westby of London ; Capt. Robson, 26th Batt., | 
Iliderton; Miss Maggie Morrison, Mr. Alex. | 
Murdock, Dr. Thomson of Hensall; Mr. and | 
Miss McDonnell, Mr. and Mrs. E. A. Burnett 
of Exeter; Miss Haney, the Misses Priestman, 
Mr. S. R. Higgins, Mr. A. J. Cull, Mr. A. L. | 
Gilpin of Toronto ; Messrs. George and Harry | 
and Miss Jackson of Egmondville; Lieut.-Col. | 
Irwin of Strathroy ; Lieut. Haggarty and Mr. | 
C. L. Welsh of Stratford. 
On Tuesday evening last the officers of Willis | 
Presbyterian church assembled in the school- | 
room of the building and presented a beautiful 
silver service to Mr. James Turnbull], now 
residing on Brunswick avenue, Toronto. Mr. 
Turnbull had long been connected with the 
church, and was very highly esteemed. In 
December he resigned his position as principal 


| further Knowledge of these unique 


Toronto 


Out of Date. 
Mrs. Bangup—-What a horribly old-fashioned 
woman that Mrs. Motherhood is! 
Mr. Bangup—You told me she always wore 
the latest Paris fashions. 
Mrs. Bangup— Yes; she does, But she goes 
out riding every day with a last year’s baby. 


Somewhat Hardened. 

Old Nick O’Teene (to his young wife)—My 
first wife was always cold and distant. I like 
the sweet, confiding way you nestle up to me. 

His Young Wife—Ohb, I don’t mind it; I used 
to work in a tobacco factory ! 


Ohm Talk. 

First Electric Wire—With all their kicking, 
there is one thing people never threaten to do 
to us, 

Second Electric Wire— What is that ? 

First Electric Wire—Handle us without 
gloves, 


China and Japan. 
Westward to the Far East, the new publica- 


| tion of the Canadian Pacific Railway, is, as 


will be surmised by the title, a guide to the 
countries of China and Japan. This little 
volume is replete with all information rela- 
tive to such a journey, including maps, log 
record, short summary of the Japanese lan- 


| guage, etc., and while giving some necessary 
| Statistics does not bore the reader by constant 


reference to figures, a custom so prevalent in 
the ordinary guide book. Any of our readers 


| thinking of touring, or wishing to have a 


L et beauti- 
ful countries, could not do better than peruse 
this work, as not only is the information 


| vouched —— reliable, but it refers the 
e 


reader to the best authorities extant on all 
points where fuller detail may be required. 
Quite a feature of the guide is the summary of 
the Japanese tongue, which will be found 
amply sufficient to the ordinary tourist. West- 


of the Collegiate Institute here, a position | ward to the Far East is beautifully finished, 


which he has held and adorned continuously 
since 1868, Next evening previous to his depar- 
ture for Toronto, 
Board waited upon Mr. Turnbull in a body 
and presented him with a handsomely en- | 
grossed address. 


Blowing Them Off—A Tale of These Dyna- 
mite Days. 


{|| 


ee 
= « 


| DF: J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist _ 


| womb cured. T 


| 


—Dey kin make fun of de tomatter-can all 
dey likes , but it got a move on dat crowd. 


; € | one wishin 
the Collegiate Institute | eal] upon 


the binding being especially artistic, and any- 

to obtain a copy should write or 
r. W. R. Callaway, 118 King street 
west, who will be glad to furnish same. 


ARTERNOON'S EASE 


i 
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What a comfort to be able to get through 
the week’s washing in the forenoon and have 
‘*Sunlight Soap” 
No hard work ; lovely 
What can be 


the afternoon to one’s self. 
enables you to do this, 
white clothes ; nice soft hands! 
more desirable? Try ‘‘ Surlight.” 


DENTISTRY. 


R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dcatal Surgeon 


Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. 0. D. 8. 
_ Office—N E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. Tel. 3868. 





325 College Street 
Telephone 2278. Toroxto 


MEDICAL, 


ANDERSON & BATES 
Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
_Telephone 3922. _No. 5 College Street, Toronto. 
. PALMER 
40 College Street 
_ Telephone 31 90. 3ed Door trom Yonge Street. 
D®: Cc. C. JOB, 74 Pembroke Street 
Homeopathist and Medical Electrician 


Asthma, Ep’ St. Vitus Dance, Diabetes, Ungina 
uralg Dyspesia, Constipation and all chronic 


difficult or obscure a 
LADIES—All displacements and enlargements of the 
nt new and pleasant. 


MARBRIAGE LICENSES. 


AMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage licenses, 601 Queen St. West, between Portland 

and Bathurst Ste. No witnesses required. Open from 
8am. to?l0p.m. Residence, 258 Bathurst St. 


G®°. EAKIN, Iseuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court Heuse, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Cariten Street 


A 
SMOOTH. 
FACE 


Sold by all Reliable Druggists 


NO 


Is better (sometimes) than a hairy ‘one, and especially se 


in the case of 


LADIES 


Is the only rem that 
really destroys hair 
follicle. 

Perfectly 
Harmiless 
Wonderfully 
Effective 


Price 50 Cents 


ARSENIC 
IRRITATION 
EM@ULIENT 
HUMBUG 


AGENTS WANTED 


The Berlin Chemical Co. 





Berlin, Ont. 


Telephone to 1127 


and have your laundry go to the 


“PARISIAN” 


Head Office and Works—67, 69 and 71 Adelaide Street West. 
N. B.—Our drivers wear uniform cap with initials P. S. L. 


BUY THBP 


Colehrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 


FROM THE 


ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: 


Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Queen 


Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street an 


BINGHAWM’S 
TASTELESS EMULSION 


COD LIVER OIL 


Easily taken by invalids and children, and readily aseimi- 
lated by the weakest stomach. 

Physicians who have examined a sample now on exhi- 
bition under the microscope at 


Bingham's Pharmacy, 100 Yonge St. 


Pronounce it to be the finest extant. 


Contains more Pure Cod Liver Oil than any other Emu!- 
sion on the market. 


$1.00 SIZE, 765c. 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 


CHESTNUT— Jan. 24, Mrs. D. G. Chestnut—a son. 
GALLOWAY—Jao. 22, Mrs. W. O. Galloway—a eon. 
MILLER— Jan. 23, Mre. George A. Miller—a son. 
MOSS —Jan. 21, Mrs. Sigismund Mose—a son. 
LOCKHART—Feb. 3, Mre. Reginald Lockhart—a son. 
BETHUNE—Jan. 31, Mre. M. P. Bethune—a son. 
HARKLEY—Feb. 2, Mre. Wm. Harkley— a son. 
HOGG—Feb , Mre. W. Hogg—a daughter. 
McFARLAND—Jan. 31, Mrs. J. M. McFarland—a daughter. 
POLLARD—Jan. 31, Mts. Oliver Pollard—a daughter. 
WRIGHT—Feb. 1, Mrs. James V. Wiight—a son. 
GRASSETT—Feb. 1, Mrs. Arthur W. Graesett—a son. 
BROWN—Jan. 25, Mre. B. Hal Brown—a son. 


Marriages. 


BETHUNE—MOSS—-Feb. 3, Henry J. Bethune to Laura 


Moss. 

COOK—HARPER—Feb. 3, John Cook to Lucy Harper. 

McKAY—MITCHELL—Jan, 27, John A. McKay to Jennie 
Mitchell. 

IRVINE—CASSIDY-—Jan. 27, John Irvine to Mima Cas- 
sidy. 

COE—ARDAGH—Jan. 28, John W. Coe to Fanny B. 
Ardagh. 


Deaths. 


GOODEVE—Jan. 27, Zdward A. Goodeve, aged 64. 
JAMES—Jan. 27, Lydia James. 

LEE—Jan. 27, William A. Lee, d 65. 
KAY—Jan. 21, William Kay, aged 81. 
THOMSON—Jan. 22, Alexander Thomeon, aged 81. 
STEVENS—Jan. Robert Stevens, s 44. 
YOUNG—Jan 23, Margaret H. B. Young, aged 69. 
ELL{S—Jan. 24, Mahala Ellis, aged 28. 

GINN—Jan 24, Elizabeth P. Ginn, aged 52. 
BANFIELD— Jan. 26, Rebeooa Banfield, aged 70. 
CURRIER—Jan. 24, Olive D. Currier. 
WRIGHT—Feb. 1, Jemima Wright-—aged 78 
McLEAN—Feb. 2, Duart Meredith McLean— aged 1. 
GR \HAM-BELL—Feb 2, Katherine Graham-Bell. 
SHAW—Feb. 3 Henry Shaw—aged 82 
ANNAN—Feb , Isabella Annan—aged 82. 
FIERHELLER—Jan. 12, Adam Fierheller—aged 79. 
GREGORY- Feb. 2, Edmond Gregory. 
ROBERTS—Feb. 2 Sarah Roberte- aged 7 

ASH DOWN—Feb. I, Janet Ashdown—aged 55. 
BURNETY— Jan. 39. Jane Burnett—aged 77. 
COLLINS—Feb. 1, Patrick Colline—aged 27. 
DOLLREY— Jag. 31, Emerson Dollrey—aged 37. 
GORDON—Jan, 24, T. N Gordcn. 
HAWKEN—Feb. 1, Olariesa Hawken—aged 76. 
LEYS—Jav. 29 John Leys—aged 54 

NUDEL—Feb. 1 Rose Nudel—agea 15. 

KIRK WOOD—Jan. 23, Anna Kirkwood. 
McINTOSH—Jan., 26, Peter Mcintosh, aged 24. 
MERRICK—Jan. Sarah J. Merrick, aged 61. 
WILSON— Jan. Capt. John T. Wilson. 

BLACH FORD—Feb. 2, Ann Biachford, aged 69. 
DYSON—Feb. 2, Annie C. Dyson, aged 36. 
COOKE — Jan. 27, Richard P. Cooke, aged 67. 
LAW— Jan. 21, Helen Annie Law, aged 56 
GOLDIE— Feb. 4 Major Thomas Goldie, aged 42. 
STEWART—Feb. 2, T. B, P. S*ewart. 
DARTNELL—Feb. 2, Edward T Dartuell, aged 84. 
GOODERHAM—Feb. 3, Muriel Irene Gooderham, aged 10. 


LIMOGES 


WHITE FRENCH CHINA 


FOR DECORATING, 


A. D. Coffee Cups and Saucers 
Bread and Butter Plates 
Salad Sets 
Ice Cream Sets 
Fish Services 
Vases, Flower Pots, &e. 


WEDDING GIFIS A SPECIALTY 


WILLIAM JUNOR 


TELEPHONE 2177 


109 King Street West, Toronto 


a Diamond Rings 
\/ 7 and Jewelry 
r See our stock of all the latest 
novelties suitable for 


Christmas Presents 
GEO. E. TROREY 


Manufacturing Jeweler 
61 King St. E., opp. Toronto St. 
Cut this out and we will accept it as One Dollar Cash on 
a oan ef $20 or over. Only one accepted on each 
purchase 





C. P. R’v. 


THIS MONTH 


As an assistance to re- 
ducing our stock we will 
during this month of De- 
cember offer the whole 
of our large assortment 
of Brass Goods, in Fire 
Irons, Coal Hods, Um- 
brella Stands, Andirons, 
Lamps, etc., Jelly Moulds, 
Tongue Moulds, Agate 
Ware, Copper Ware and 
all other description of 
household necessities at 
a 25 per cent. discount. 
The stock is splendidly 
assorted and new. With 
this reduction off our al- 
ready low prices there 
can be no question as to 
their being lower than 
ever before offered in 
this city. ‘‘ Around the 
Corner” is already so 
well known that it is only 
necessary to make this. 
intimation to ensure a 
call from every intending 
purchaser. 


HA. COLLINS & 60. 


6, 8 & 10 Adelaide St. West 


(Around the corner from Yonge St.) 


OPP. GRAND OPERA HOUSE 





To ronto Carpet 


Cleaning Co. 
Offiee and Works, 44 Lombard St. 


When you want your Carpets taken up, 
Cleaned or Layed; your F urniture Repaired, 
Mattresses Made Over, or Feathers Reno- 
vated, 

Call up Telephone 2686 


and you will receive prompt attention. 


FREE DELIVERY 
PFEIFFER & HOUGH BROS. 
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